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PREFACE. 



■4*- 



I HAVE been requested to prefix a few prefatory words to this 
collection of Miss Wightman's Poems. This lady has already 
gained very considerable reputation as a writer of Tales in some of 
our most popular periodicals — such as the London Journal^ the 
Family Eterald, the Newcastle Chronicle, and the Peoples Journal 
and Friend — tales possessing no ordinary merit in plot, character, 
interesting incident, and easy graphic style — and which have been 
very largely read and generally admired. She has now been 
induced to collect her Poems, some of which have long been floating 
through magazines and newspapers, and others of which are 
original, into a separate form. 

Some of the best and longest of these refer to that admirable 
and beloved individual whose loss Dundee continues to lament — 
the late Bishop of Brechin — for whom Miss Wightman, in common 
with the vast majority of his flock, indeed, all of them, cherished 
an admiration and respect approaching idolatry. These feelings 
she has gracefully expressed in a number of the Poems included 
here, particularly " The Silver Wedding," " The Spirit Pastor," and 
"The Faithful Shepherd." This last is the longest and most 

elaborate, and is full of good feeling and just discrimination of his 

« 

character, but we prefer " The Spirit Pastor." The idea — that of 
the Bishop still engaged, although unseen, in his pastoral and minis- 
terial labours — is a very happy one, and is wrought out with great 
skill and success. 
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Besides these and other poems, inspired by the life and 
death of the good Lord Bishop, there are several on sacred 
subjects — such as " Lines Suggested by the Consecration of S. 
Paul's Church, Dundee ;" "AU Saints* Day, 1865;" and a very 
pleasing copy of verses entitled " The Sweet Church Bells." The 
lines on the " Lochee Parsonage Bazaar" are unequal, but have 
many good lines. *• Lines Suggested by Visits to the Old Church 
and Churchyard of Eossie" touch with much delicacy and tendei^ 
ness on the losses sustained by the amiable .and accomplished 
family there through death. I remember seeing some of the 
younger members of the family at Eossie Priory when they were 
children, and thinking them the most beautiful " child-cherubs" I 
ever saw : it seemed as if some " celestial ichor," not common 
blood, were circulating through their veins, and blushing out in 
an ethereal and almost unearthly loveliness. 

The " Hymn to the Cross," and " The Adoration of the Blessed 
Saviour," are both highly meritorious productions. But perhaps 
the sweetest poem of all is that entitled " The AngeFs Mission," 
especially the following verses : — 

" The seraph spread his golden pinions — 
Come, dear sister, come away 
Far from Sin and Death's dominions 
To the land of joy and day. 

" Tranced in bliss, with rapture burning, 
* I come, oh, God !' the maiden cried ; 
Then a fond, a last look turning, 
' Mother,' whispered she, and died. 

** €hd and MotJier, words eternal — 
Words of holiest, purest birth ; 
First tlmt wiivjed her soul to heaven. 
Last tJuU bound Iter heart to eartli." 




PREFACE. V 

Miss WiGHTMAN had the opportunity at one period of her 
history of seeing Professor Wilson a good deal in the privacies of 
domestic life in his daughter's dwelling, and, like all who saw him 
behind the scenes, admired the lion-Lamb. This admiration 
became an enthusiasm, which she has expressed in verses of no 
common energy and pathos, which will be found in the volume. 

Altogether, I have much pleasure in recommending Miss Wight- 
man's book. It shows in every page a pure, high-toned, earnest, 
and poetic spirit. 

GEORGE GILFILLAK 

Dundee, November 1876, 
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POEMS. 



THE FAITHFUL SHEPHEBD. 

^ BISHOP must be blameless, said of old 

««r*" The great Apostle, speaking of the fold. 

His Master's Church, and of those pastors true 

Should lead that flock Time's rugged pathways through — 

Kind, faithful shepherds, patient watch to keep 

O'er His weak lambs, and restless, wandering sheep, 

Guarding and tending ceaseless night and day, 

Lest from the narrow path their feet should stray 

To fair but fatal ways of tempting sin — 

Ways the dark wolf of evil lurketh in ; 

Guiding and ruling well that favoured band 

By loving voice, and firm restraining hand ; 

Cheering and leading upward, onward still, 

O'er Baca's thorny plains to Zion's hill, 

"Where the Chief Shepherd shall their labours crown, 

Who for that well-loved flock His life laid down. 



A Bishop must be blameless. Shall I tell 

Of one whose life those words have painted well 
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A Bishop true, who for his Lord so dear 

In patience served, wrought, taught, and sujffered here ; 

Example meet to those whose works should show. 

As well as faith, their Christian love below — 

Love that in each poor child of earth should see 

A type of Him who died upon the tree ; 

One who to Him can human kindred claim 

As justly, truly, as the knight or dame 

Of lineage old, and linto such should be 

Type of that Master in sweet charity 

Of word, and thought, and deed, and gentle power, 

To check or soothe in sin or sorrow's hour. 

Two writers famed — one living and one dead — 
Have the bright radiance of their genius shed 
On portraits rare with life-like charm imbued — 
One of a pastor, one a prelate good : 
And I, with my poor pen, wiU strive to show 
A form and face that mourning hearts will know, 
And aching eyes may weep to mark again, 
Of those he cheered or soothed in woe or pain — 
Those widows, orphans, men or women lone, 
WhoVe the sweet comfort of his presence known, 
Have felt his kindly tones and gentle smile 
Shed soothing calm o'er strife, or care, or toil j 
Strengthen the drooping heart or failing hand 
By telling of that fair and glorious land — 
That land where brightest crown and warmest cheer 
Shall be their meed who for their Master dear, 
With patience meek, shall uncomplaining still 
Bear each their cross obedient to His will. 

Shall I, then, picture of that sainted friend % 
The tall, slight form, with its scholastic bend — 
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,i The classic head and noble, earnest face — 

The Ikeen, bright eyes — ^the winning smile, and grace 
Of speech and bearing (conrteous both and mild) 
Charming alike philosopher or child: — 
The friendly welcome and the gentle grasp 
Of the kind hand that rich or poot might clasp 
In joy or woe, and feel in truth that he 
Could show in each true Christian sympathy — 
The pleasing converse, wherein each could find 
Something to touch the heart or teach the mind : 
That converse graceful, simple, dignified, 
So free from aught of pedantry or pride. 
Though learning deep was his speech eloquent ; 
And, what most prize, the stamp of high descent 
And stately power of presence — meet to draw 
From those he met with rev'rent love and awe. 

A Bishop must be blameless, wise in speech. 
Grave, sober, vigilant, and apt to teach ; 
Temperate and patient, generous, pure in life, 
Not given to love of gold, or pride, or strife ; 
A ruler meek, yet firm in church or home. 
One of whose work but good reports should come. 
Such are the rules, as all good Christians know, 
By the Apostle given to all who here below 
Should rule Christ's flock. And seldom do men see 
A life in firmness and sweet charity 
Of. faith and works so like that here laid down 
As that of his late won his heav'nly crown : 
That prelate pastor, in whose heart and mind 
It seemed that all those Christian graces joined—- 
That faithful Shepherd, who toiled night and day 
For his lov'd Lord in duty's thorny way ; 
Tireless in labours of his sacred trust, 



k 
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His constant watchword — " better wear than rust ;" 

Preferring more that Master's cross to bear 

Than move in rank or fashion's circles fair— 

A prelate gifted, eloquent to preach, 

Firm to command, and gently firm to teach ; 

Stem to rebuke, persuasive to restrain 

From paths of sin the souls he strove to gain ; 

Loving and tender in his charity 

To friend or foe in dark adversity ; 

Not perfect, for none perfect lived or live ; 

Quick to resent, but quick, too, to forgive. 

And gently pitiful alike to all. 

Whatever their creed, whate'er their clime or call, 

"Who came his help or sympathy to claim 

In want or sorrow in their Saviour's name. 

Alas ! no more that lov'd form shall we meet, 

'ITeath snow or sunshine in the crowded street, 

Speeding along on kindly deeds intent. 

In mercy's path on mercy's mission bent ; 

Speeding to noisome close or fever ward 

To do meek labour for his gracious Lord. 

ITo more o'er household band or couch of pain 

Shall his welcome presence comfort shed again ; 

No more his thoughtful brow bend nightly o'er 

Its weary tasks of theologic lore ; 

No more to failing hearts that doubt or grieve 

His kindly voice shall hope or counsel give ; 

No more his willing hand dispense below 

The alms that only God and angels know, 

Or bridal blessings or baptismal shed. 

Or to the faithful give the heavenly bread, 

Or raiski be in benediction o'er 

JEarth's children in its homes or temples more. 
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The world hath much of fame and rev'rence given 

To those who for its glories here have striven : 

Warriors have won the hero's wreathing bays, 

Poets and painters grateful meeds of praise ; 

Statesmen have found reward for faithful toil 

In a nation's favour or a sovereign's smile ; 

And men of wealth, whose golden gifts we see 

In parks or hospitals — posterity 

Shall honour much and benefactors call ; 

But they who, like that good man, give their all — 

Their lives, their means, their time, their toils, their heart — 

To deeds in which earth's glories have no part. 

Shall truer fame and brighter glory share 

With Him who once our mortal frame did wear. 

And felt of mortal life the love and fear, 

And care and woe, and toil and hunger here : 

That so His human heart beyond the skies 

Might with man's suffering nature sympathise, 

Feel for his weakness, for his failings win 

His Father's pardon — He who for our sin 

Lived, toiled, and died in poverty and pain 

As our Redeemer-Judge to live and reign — 

He, the great King upon his great white throne, 

Shall as his brother, sister, proudly own 

The man or woman, whatsoe'er their race 

Or rank, who, faithful in their given place, 

Shall in their journey Time's rough pathway o'er 

Tread in the footprints He hath marked before ; 

Bright'ning, like Him, its scenes of pain or ill 

By words and deeds of mercy and goodwill ; 

Bearing the crosses given to their care. 

And helping others heavier ones to bear ; 

Leading or following 'mongst the mortal band 

Of wayworn pilgrims to the immortal land — 
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That wondrous land of never-ending day, 

Where all who've helped the helpless on their way — 

Sustained the failing heart with tones of cheer, 

The naked clothed, or fed the hungry here. 

And by their love for the unlovely proved 

How well and true their Saviour they have loved — 

Shall from His lips hear the glad words, " Well done, 

Come, blessM ones, to wear the crowns ye've won ; 

Come, joyous come, your bright rewards to gain. 

Ye faithful followers in my path of pain, 

For, inasmuch as ye did mercy meek 

Show to the poor, the suffering, and the weak, 

So heavenly mercy shall your guerdon be. 

For what ye did to them yeVe done to Me." 




LINES SUGGESTED BY THE CONSECRATION OF 
S. PAUL'S CHURCH, DUNDEE, 

All Saints' Day, 1865. 

^ EIGHT shines the Church's sacred fane, adorned with garlands 
fair. 

And worshipping with grateful hearts a numerous band is there, 
And echoes loud the vaulted roof to the organ's solemn peal. 
As lowly round the flower-wreathed shrine prelates and pastors 

kneel ; 
And white-robed choir, and rev'rent flock, join in the choral strain. 
That hails the triumph hour of years — of doubt, and toil, and pain ; 
Of hopes that thrill in joyous hearts, that hail this festal day, 
And hopes that died in faithful ones now passed from earth away. 
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And men are there of blameless lives and proud unblemished 

worth, 
Rich in the high and glorious gifts that Heaven grants to earth, 
Of thrilling eloquence of speech, of grace of heart and mind, 
And the piety which shows itself in mercy to their kind, 
In leading back, from paths of sin, to Heaven's love and poacO| 
By gentle words and kindly deeds, the erring of their race ; 
True shepherds of their Master's flock, guiding its wanderings Btill, 
Through the desert plains of Baca's land to Zion's holy hill. 

And he is there, that prelate good, whose genius and whose graco 
Have shed their powerful influence around the holy place ; 
Whose tireless toil of faith and love, whose purpose firm and high, 
Have raised that temple fair which towers so proudly to the sky; 
Whose loving deeds of charity, far more than conqueror's fame, 
Shall write on many a grateful heart a dear, undying name — 
The pastor lov'd, whose blessing voice and hand shall shed to-day 
Heaven's mystic grace around these walls for ever and for aye, 

Now with the organ's softened tones a thousand voices blend, 
And from the hearts and lips of all deep heart-felt prayers ascend, 
Responsive to the earnest one of their earthly friend and guide, 
That He, the Bishop of their souk, the Crowned, the Crucified, 
May shed around these sacred walls His sanctifying grace, 
And bless each fervent worshipper shall seek this holy place. 
And make each holy vow and rite that here shall offered be 
A faithful sacrifice to Him true and continually. 

And as the blessing words are said a ray of sunshine bright 
Sheds over chancel, aisle, and shrine its pure and golden light. 
O'er white-robed choir, and surpliced priests, and prelates sage and 

learned, 
And the grandeur of that solemn scene is into glory turned ; 
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And pastors and flock, a rev'rent band, the shepherd and the fold^ 

Are bathed in a resplendent flood of azure and of gold, 

As if the approving smile of Heaven, with beatific power, 

Had come with light, and peace, and love to bless that festal hour. 

0, joyous sight, for faithful hearts that seek the Church's weal ! 
This crowning hour of Christian toil, of Christian love and zeal ! 
l?he hour that consecrates to God this temple proud and fair, 
And the holy words and solemn rites shall be recorded there, 
When sire to son in after days shall the arduous labours tell 
Of those who served their Lord and Church so faithfully and well — 
Days when its hallowed courts and walls shall time-worn be and 

And we and all who view it now have passed from earth away. 

Lov'd shrine, fair temple, sacred now, long may thy portals be 
Thronged with the earnest worshippers who find sweet peace in 

thee; 
And long to rule his numerous flock be that lov*d prelate lent. 
Whom God to be their earthly guide in love and blessing sent — 
That faithful prelate good and true, whose patient labours tell 
His zeal for Heaven and for that Church he rules and loves so well — 
Long, long ere eye or ear may miss within this holy place 
Some lovfed voice, or seek in vain a dear familiar face. 

And when for those within thee now life's woes and toils are o'er. 
May each and all redeemM stand on Heaven's golden shore. 
Palmed, robed, and crowned with endless joy amid that shining 

throng. 
Whose light is God's unveilfed face, whose language endless song ; 
No absent face, no missing voice, in that bright world of bliss. 
Of the dear friends, the faithful ones, loving and loved in this ; ' 
Pastor and flock, a radiant band — each soul a living gem 
In the bright temple of the Lord, the new Jerusalem. 
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THE SILVER WEDDING. 

*® OBE with festal white the altar, 
"^ Wreathe with flowers the sacred fane, 
In sweet hymn and solemn psalter, 
Join each voice with joyous strain : 

Join to hail the glad espousal 

Of a soul unto its Lord, 
Christ the Martyr-King of Heaven, 

By the Church, His bride, adored. 

Glorious Bridegroom ! Thou who callest 

All unto Thy marriage feast, 
Bless Thy servant now before Thee, 

Crown with spousal joy Thy priest. 

Five and twenty years of labour. 

Willing done and earnestly. 
In the fold where Thou didst place him 

As a shepherd rightfully : 

Willing done through human weakness, 
Willing done through care and pain, 

To win for souls Thy loving favour. 
And their everlasting gain. 

Such the gifts Thy servant brings Thee, 

Through the strength which Thou hast given, 

Tokens of his solemn spousal 

To Thy Church in earth and heaven. 
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Tokens of the love He beareth, 
Heavenly Bridegroom, unto Thee, 

And the souls for which Thou pleadest 
With Thy Father ceaselessly. 

Strengthen then, dear Lord, our pastor, 
Offering at Thy shrike to-day 

Bridal gifts to Thee, his Master : 
Be His Guard and Guide alway. 

As the Church, Thy Spouse, Thou lovest, 
So Thy love around him shed ; 

With Thy sweetest, choicest blessings 
Hallow his anointed head. 

Shepherd, Thy loved sheep that feedeth 
Where the healing waters flow, 

Lead him and the flock he leadeth — 
Guide their footsteps as they go. 

And, blest Lord, we earnest pray Thee 
Spare him long that flock above. 

To warn them of Thine awful justice, 
To tell them of Thy boundless love : 

The love that made Thee willing suffer 
Pain, that washed their sins away. 

And won their title to the glory 
' Of fair Zion's endless day. 

And when done each earthly duty. 
May he 'midst Thy servants true 

Stand adorned with bridal beauty 
Li Jerusalem the ITew. 
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Eadiant in Thy light eternal, 

Crowned with the rich reward 
At Thy marriage-feast awaits them 

Who are faithful to Thee, Lord. 



THE GOOD BISHOP OF BBEOHIN. 

Called to Rest Oct. 8, 1875. 

*^T rest from weary toil and care and pain, 

</*• In the sweet peace of the eternal shore ; 

Thy labours past, thy crown of glory gained — 

At rest with thy dear Lord for evermore. 

At rest thy care-worn brow, thy tender heart. 

That thought and wrought for others day by day j 

Thy willing hands, so ready to impart. 
Thy tireless feet that never went astray. 

At rest for aye : a memory sweet, to be 

Honoured and loved wherever thou art named. 

For men shall now thy worth and virtues see. 

And tongues shall praise thee that late sneered or blamed. 

Oh, lips that ever spoke to cheer and bless : 
Oh, voice that told of Love's eternal day : 

Oh, face and form of Heaven's bright impress. 
Why have ye passed so soon from earth away t 
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Best friend of all the friends Tve met "below : 

Oh, if in Heaven's glory thou canst see 
The wild regret, the tender aching woe, 

That fills my poor, lone heart for loss of thee. 

And thousand hearts beside of rich and poor, 

WhoVe known thy virtues and those virtues loved, 

Marked thy meek life so faithful and so pure. 

And the sweet comfort of thy friendship proved — 

Will it requite for faults of mine, or those 

Thy gentle hand led on their heavenward way ; 

For fault or blame of thoughtless friends or foes, 
If foes thou hadst in thy brief earthly day ] 

Oh, faithful pastor, truest guide and friend 

That Heaven e'er gave to cheer through life's dark gloom. 
What mourning homes shall wail thy dear life's endj 

What aching hearts shall weep above thy tomb ! 

Sad hearts of those who've felt thy counsels sweet 
Oft soothe dark care or disappointment's sting ; 

Thy clasping hand so warm alike to greet 
The rich, the poor, the glad, the sorrowing. 

Dear friend, I see thee as I saw thee last. 

Thrice like sweet vision of some wondrous dream^ — 

Once ere the waves of Jordan thou hadst passed. 
And twice as when thine eyes the Lamb had seen : 

Once brightly smiling in thy accustomed chair. 
Giving kind counsel to my drooping heart, 

I little dreaming from my life of care 

That friendly comfort should so soon depart. 
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Once on thy death-bed laid with solemn grace, 

Eeclining, as it seemed, in peaceful sleep ; 
Flowers on thy breast and on thy saint-like face 

A look of Heaven that made the gazers weep. 

And once again on thy last couch of rest 

Laid in thy vestal robes like shepherd true, 
Thy pale hands crossed, thy staff upon thy breast, 

While countless mourners wept a sad adieu. 

And once again I trust to see thee still — 

I and those mourners o'er thy death-sealed brow — 

Waiting thy flock upon fair Zion's hill. 

With Him in whose bright Presence thou art now — 

Waiting with smile of heaven's eternal joy 

To greet that loved flock, a ransomed band. 
To the bright mansions of their Lord Most High, 

To the fair pastures of their Master's land. 



THE SPIRIT PASTOR. 

^ LOVED form is missing now, 
J^ By home. Mid hearth, and shrine ; 
A presence once shed comfort sweet 
O'er hearts that droop and pine. 

A rich deep voice is heard no more 

Within the temple fair. 
Where once it pled for each and all 

Who knelt in worship there. 
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And sad and lone the chancel seems 
Where oft, with rev'rent tread. 

Moved a lov'd pastor as he gave 
To each the heavenly bread ; 

Or lowly knelt in earnest prayer 

Unto his Lord so dear, 
That He might shed rich gifts of grace 

On all His children here ; 

Or rev'rent stood, with outstretched hands. 
Heaven's hallowing strength to shed 

In holy benedictions down 
Upon each faithful head. 

Gone are that presence, footstep, tone ; 

That form's meek labour's o'er ; 
A vacant chair, a flower-wreathed grave 

Marked on the chancel floor, 

Are all seems left of him we loved — 
Our shepherd, pastor, friend ; 

And yet we feel that not with life 
Fpr us his care did end. 

By shrine, by hearth, by night, by day. 

His spirit seems to dwell, 
Watchful amid the sorrowing flock 

He loved on earth so welL 



Our prelate pastor, though unseen 
By our weak mortal eyes, 

Beady as in his mortal state 
To help or sympathise. 



■fe 
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Gifted with all the wondrous power 

Of love's eternal sphere ; 
One moment far beyond the stars, 

I^ext with his mourners here. 

With them to guide and soothe and cheer 

Along their earthly way, 
Through watches of the solemn night, 

And scenes of busy day. 

In fancy still his voice we hear, 

Joining in hymn and prayer ; 
His once lov'd footstep on the aisle 

Still seems to echo there. 

And meek in his accustomed chair, 

A shepherd with his fold, 
White robed and grave his form, we see 

Our Bishop, as of old. 

Our pastor,' though from sight removed, 

In spirit with us still ; 
More powerful now and pure and free 

To work his Master's will, 

And help and lead earth's suffering ones, 

And guard from wiles of sin. 
Or dark temptation's toils the souls, 

That Master died to win. 

Yes, Spirit Pastor, oft we feel 

Twould seem to thee the best, 
In thy new life — of happiness. 

And comfort, peace, and rest, 
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To watch and wait and minister, 

If that it could be so, 
As friend and guardian over those 

Were dear to thee below. 

And He who knows the weaknesses 
That from our being spring. 

The tender loves and cares and fears 
That round that being cling. 

May to His Ransomed grant the powOT, 

To see and oft be near, 
To guard and soothe and sympathise 

With those who mourn them here. 



NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE. 

Lines Suggested bt the Death of Professor Wilson, April 14th, 1854. 

!ONE from the changing scenes of life and time ; 
Gone in the fulness of thine honoured days ; 
Gone to that happier land, that holier clime. 

Where joy shall wreathe the Christian poet's bays, 
And the sweet strains he sang on earth before 
Find there their echo glad for evermore. 

Gone from the labours of thy searching mind ; 

Gone from the paths of science and of song, 
Where thy rapt spirit stranger dreams did find 

Than gild the fancies of the worldly throng ; 
Gone to the sphere where truth and wisdom dwell, 
Enshrined in Hght and bliss ineffable. 



< u 
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Gone from the homes, the vales, and flowers of earth ; 

Gone from its hopes, which like its flowers decay ; 
Gone from the hearts that fondly owned thy worth ; 

Gone like a meteor from our sight away. 
To Him whose love and power thy theme hath shown 
To join the band around His glorious throne. 

Crone from the woodland's song, the city's hum, 

The busy crowd, the lone and silent glen, 
The haunts where naught save echo's voice doth come. 

The scenes of Nature, and the sight of men ; 
And long may spring and summer deck the plain 
Ere mind like thine may welcome them again. 

Gone to the land where pain and death are not. 
Where strength and beauty passeth not away ; 

Where knowledge, far above all earthly thought. 
And love, eternal as its endless day. 

Hail the worn pilgrim when his journey's past, 

To the glad home of peace and rest at last. 

Gone — ^'tis the fate of aU things here below ; 

. Gone shall be said of glory, pomp, and pride — 

Of all who smiled in joy or wept in woe, 

The good, the great, the beautiful — they died ; 
Happy whose death the sacred hope imparts — 
A home in heaven, a memory in men's hearts. 

Gone from the sorrows of time's fleeting span ; 

Gone from a couch of pain, a world of woe ; 
Crone to His feet who purchased life for man ; 

Gone to the fount whence streams of mercy flow ; 
Gone to the ceaseless song, the white-robed band ; 
Crone to the mystery of the spirit land. 



8C AT BEST, 
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HVOaWTED BT THE LAXEirrKD DSATH OP THE HOXOCBAHJK IbS CftSSOt, 

^^I'ND, gf^ntlc Rpirity thou hast passed away 

4/^ From our dark earth to heaven's eternal daj. 

Joined t)i($ briglit hand around the Cmcified — 

liim wliofM) true servant thou hast lived and died. 

Now, joyous tliought, amid the hlest thon'sfc won 

A crown and palm, and His sweet words, Well done, ' 

Tlirougli doing well, when in thine earthly spheie. 

The given dutie« of a Christian here. 

Example liright, through thy pure hlameless lifOy 

Of loving daughter and of fond, true wife, 

Of t^jnder mother and of faithful friend — 

Faithful to each and all even to the end : 

That jieaceful trnd for which thy soul had striven. 

By holy work of winning souls to heaven; 

By shunning rank and fashion's gilded way. 

The pomp and show of earth's fast fleeting day. 

Humbly to toil for Him who died for thee, 

In His blest path of meek humility ; 

True charity of word and deed to show. 

By soothing human pain and human woe ; 

Cheering and comforting, by gentle tones, 

The drooping hearts of weary mourning ones : 

An angel's spirit in a mortal frame. 

Such thy blest labours till thy summons came. 

And bending to His will, who bade thee part 

From each sweet tie that bound thy loving heart. 

Gently and meekly thy weak arm laid down ^ 

Thy cross of toil .to lift thy heavenly crown. 
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Now a bright seraph on the Golden Shore, 
Thy spirit hails thy brothers gone before, 
And pleads, perchance, that comfort sweet may be 
Shed on the faithful here who monm for thee, — 
Pleads that thy heavenly Lord may o'er their ways 
Shed His sweet peace throughout their coming days ; 
And when those days, with all their cares, have passed, 
Send thee, an angel guide, to lead at last 
Each pilgrim's steps unto that Glorious Land 
Where dwell the loved ones of their household band, 
'Mid the green pastures, and the waters still, 
The light and joy of Zion's Holy HilL 



DANIEL BOWEB MITCHELL. 

Januabt 3d, 1874. 

I ALLED from the burden of thine earthly load, 
Called in the strength of young life's early day 
To join the ransomed band before thy God, 

Ere thou hadst travelled far life's weary way ; 
Called from the mists of time to glory bright. 
In the blest land of joy, and song, and light. 

Called to meet thy loved ones gone before — 

Spirits of parent and of children three — 
Those, radiant watchers on the heavenly shore, 

r 

"Who parted were by pain and death from thee ; 
Called to join them 'mid the white-robed band 
Of saints and seraphs in Emmanuel's Land. 
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Called in love, we trust, we humbly trust, 

Through love of Him who died to ransom thee, 

Who«e human heart feels for poor human dust. 
And glorifies our frail humanity ; 

Thai pitying One whose ways mysterious show 

Thai mercy tempers even his heaviest blow. 

No more, no more shall thy bright face appear 
In home or scene where it was loved so well ; 

No more thy tones shall friendly circles cheer, 
Nor thy rich voice in earthly temples swell ; 

Tmst we thy homo is now heaven's choir among ; 

Troat we thy voice now swells the endless song. 

And we shall miss thee, spirit kind and free. 
Tender and loving guide in household band, 

True friend to friends who knew aud prizM thee, 
Helper, where help was sought, with willing hand, 

Gifted, yet humble with thy gifts, through life's brief day, 

Waat thou, who from our midst hast passed away. 

" Whom the gods love die young," the ancients said. 
And seems it Heaven in this hath honoured thee. 

That, with life's youthful bloom still on thy head, 
Thou hast been called to immortality ; 

Thy blameless life of duty willing done — 

A memory sweet to think and dwell upon. 

And may that memory sweetly comfort those 
Whose hearts are weary, aching for the loss 

Of thy bright presence from their mourning home. 
Bending in woe beneath their heavy cross ; 

And may they feel with calm, consoling faith 

That whom the Lord loves — ^them He chasteneth. 
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And may that Lord guard all onr dear ones here 
With watchful care, with love and mercy sweet ; 

Through mists and clouds of life be ever near 
To guide their trembling hearts and weary feet ; 

And when, through mists of death, they hear His call, 

O ! may they rise to joy and glory all. 




THE MEMORIAL WINDOW. 

LiNBS Suggested bt the Mitchell Memobial Window in S. Paul's 

Chubch, Dundee. 

IN" the high memorial window falls the evening's sunbeams 
bright. 

Gilding crimson gold and azure with a richer, warmer light. 
Gilding forms of Jew and Eoman martyr, seraph, saint, and king 
With a radiance and a glory as of Heaven's own colouring ; 
Painting as with angel pencil, teUing as with tongue of fire. 
The old, the world-wide story bequeathed to son from sire : 
Written in the Book of Ages, spoken on the Day of Days, 
Of the ruthless won to mercy, of the scomer teaching praise. 
Of Saul, the Christian's foeman, breathing slaughter, fire, and 

sword — 
Of Paul, the meek and lowly, Paul the Apostle of the Lord — 
Paul, whose wond'rous life and labours, of earnestness and power, 
Shall a sermon be and lesson unto Time's remotest hour ; 
Paul, the true, the firm, the fearless, devoted to the death 
In his faithful love and service to Him of Nazareth ; 
There we in light depicted see as on each far distant day 
The trials, triumphs, strifes, and pains that marked his earthly way, 
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From when in youth's unthinking strength he maxked, unmoved, 

the grace 
Of mingled beauty, woe, and pain on Stephen's dying face, 
And heard, amid the murderous crowd, with scorn his dying 

prayer 
For mercy on the guilty ones who mocked his sufferings there : 
To when, in Eome's proud capital, on an after day, he stood 
To shed for his dear Lord and King, as Stephen did, his blood. 
And bend the head once by that Lord in its pride and scorn 

struck down. 
To bleed beneath the headsman's axe, and win the martyr's crown: 
All this we see with power pourtrayed — the suffering, labour, scorn. 
The blame, imprisonment, and death for his dear Master borne, 
Aad mark through all the mighty power of heavenly love and grace. 
As shown in Paul the Apostle of the favoured Grentile race. 

Yet more than this, see I pictured here, with true artistic power, 
Are two whose names, like his, the Church, shall prize through 

Time's brief hour — 
Two highly favoured minstrel ones — the virgin martyr, she 
Once Queen and flower of singers, in her peerless melody ; 
And he whose tuneful fingers oft woke the lyre's sweet strings — 
The most loving and most erring of Israel's faithful kings. 
Whose strains of penitence and praise shall through length of days 

be sung — 
Wheresoe'er God's name is spoken, wheresoe'er His will is done. 

Yet more : upon that window bright, with crimson, azure, gold, 

A heavenly scene is painted, a heavenly story told ; 

For there a radiant vision of that angel choir we see. 

Whose blessed task it is to swell Heaven's glorious minstrelsy ; 

To chant with voice and instrument the song shall last for aye, 

Through the never-ending joy and light of Love's eternal day ; 

This glimpse of angel bliss we see while, blending strangely bright^ 
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The rich wann. colours softly cast a dim, religious light, ' 
Shedding a glowing, woridless ray of glory o'er the whole — 
A radiance touching, solemn, grand, like a heavenly aureole. 
Awakening memories strangely sad of those whose weary feet 
Have left earth's thorny paths behind, and won the rest complete ; 
And 'mongst them one who lov^d well, in his young lif e!fe strength 

and pride, 
To work for and to sing the praise of Him, the Lamb who died — 
A bright, young form whose spirit feet now tread the golden floor, 
A rich, deep voice whose tones on earth are hushed for evermore. 
But swelling now, we trust, the strain, we humbly pray xuay prove 
Our dear Lord's blissful task in heaven for us and all we: love. 



MY MOTHEB: A MEMORY. 

|llOW is the hour of dark midnight, 
•^ Dear Mother, 

And fancy backward takes its flight, 

My Mother, 
To days those eyes no more shall see — 
Sweet days that haunt my memory, 
"When thou didst dwell on earth with me--- 

My Mother. 

ITow thou art gone, for ever gone. 

Dear Mother, 
The ever-changeless, loving one, 

My Mother ; 
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The grass waves o'er thy mouldering hrow, 
Ko dear home-voice awaits me now ; 
My heart is weary — where art thou. 
My Mother 1 

Where the kind look, the pitying tone, 

Dear Mother, 
That bade me hope when hope was gone, 

My Mother 1 
The voice that wisest counsel gave 
Through joy's bright beam or sorrow's wave 1 
Still in thy cold and silent grave, 

My Mother. 

Alas ! alas ! o'er heart and brow, 

Dear Mother, 
A darker shade hath fallen now, 

My Mother ; 
Through life's dull way I feel 'tis mine, 
Like a weary bird, to droop and pine, 
XJncheered by a love so true as thine. 

My Mother. 

And still with aching memory, 

Dear Mother, 
Comes back a thousand dreams of thee. 

My Mother ; 
Again I hear thine accents mild. 
As, when gathering flowers sweet and wild^ 
I roamed with thee a happy child. 

My Mother ; 

Till darkly comes that day again. 
Dear Mother, 
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When, stretched on thy lone couch of pain. 

My Mother, 
Death's silence on thy dear lips fell, 
And thou could*st not of parting tell, 
Nor hid my aching heart farewell, 

My Mother. 

Oh ! if from thy hright home above. 

Dear Mother, 
Thy Spirit might look down in love, 

My Mother, 
How would'st thou watch through joy and woe, 
Through all that mortals feel or know, 
Thy children's life-paths here below, 

My Mother. 

And if immortal souls can feel. 

Dear Mother, 
For what life's pages can reveal. 

My Mother, 
How wilt thou grieve when woe or sin 
Finds place our mortal hearts within, 
How pray that we heaven's rest may win, 

My Mother. 

Yes ; let us trust in that blest sphere. 

Dear Mother, 
Thou still art ours as thou wert here. 

My Mother ; 
That ever at the great white throne 
Thy voice doth rise with pleading tone 
For those behind — thy loved, thine own. 

My Mother. 
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And when this mortal toil is o'er, 

Dear Mother, 
And tears and partings are no more, 

Dear Mother, 
Then reunited may we meet. 
Our sorrows past, our joy complete, 
Eansomed, redeemed, at Jesus' feet. 

My Mother. 

Hallowed all earthly names above, 

A Mother's \ 
Truest and best of earthly love, 

A Mother's ; 
In that bright land of endless bliss, 
Whose joys requite the woe of this. 
May no blest spirit ever miss 

A Mother's. 



LINES SUGGESTED BY VISITS TO THE OLD OHIJSOH 
AND CHUBCHYABD OF BOSSIE, 

Thb Bubtino-Gbound of the Noble Familt of Kinnaibd. 

@ OFTLY falls the evening shadows, softly sighs the evening 
J^ breeze 

O'er Rossie's lovely valley, and through its sounding trees ; 
And the brook with plaintive murmur chants its ceaseless monotone, 
As it glides 'neath Eossie's church-crowned hill and its churchyard 

old and lone : 
Awaking strange, sad memories of those who've passed away, 
The young and old who sleep beneath, those tombstones grimandgrey, 
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And those who in that triple grave lie in their peaceful rest — 
That grave with simple cross above and with fair flowers drest — 
Those moumbd ones, the brothers twain, called in their youtli and 

bloom 
Erom their earthly home of peace and love to fill the darksome 

tomb. 
And that sister fair, the loved, the good, who, in her matron pride, 
Eaded like drooping-flower away and in life's noonday died. 
Oh, fleeting life ! oh, greedy grave ! my spirit questions why 
The worn and weary pine and uve, while the young and happy diel 
like those, the youthful sleepers here, on whom heaven seemed to 

shower 
Its choicest gift of earthly good and virtue's richer dower : 
Those lovfed ones who in their spheres, in this our mortal scene, 
Perchance had done their duty well had it been as might have been: 
The generous youths of whose brief lives so much of good Fve 

heard, 
Whose forms are household memories, whose names are household 

words. 
The gallant boy, the hope, the heir, whose pleasant boyish ways 
Made brighter still his glad, bright home in bygone happy days : 
That boy whose death-sealed lineaments can move the heart to weep 
As they lie in statuesque beauty in the old chapel's silence deep. 
And he, the Master, good and brave, beloved and prized by all. 
Whose snule and voice seemed light and song alike in cot or hall, 
Of whose living form we well can judge the winning charm and 

grace 
As in the dim, cold aisle we mark his purely-chiselled face. 
The loving son, the faithful friend, the generous and the true. 
Oh, why was life so fair as his not spared God's work to do 1 
And hers that lowly. Christian life, that promised to be 
One bright fair scene of earthly peace and heavenly charity — 
She, Eossie's flower ! the beautiful, the gentle, and the good, 
Called from her lovfed ones away in her young motherh(K)d \ 
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She whose pale image, to the mind, doth so touchingly express. 
By power of monoinental grace, her living loveliness : 
Picturing, as if in peaceful rest, of health and strength's fair day. 
The gentle form that late from earth in suffering passed away : 
The fair, wide hrow, the flowing hair, the face drooped as in sleep^ 
The small hands crossed o*er her breast in attitude so meek : 
And lilies, fitting ornaments that imaged-breast above. 
Meet type of One whose life showed forth Faith, Purity, and Love. 
Ah I well might loss of one so dear shed grief, Time may not heal 
On those whose daily joy it was her presence bright to feel — 
The husband loved and parents dear, to whom by hearth or home 
The charm of her sweet voice and smile, on earth no more may come. 
Such are the thoughts that haunt the mind as amid those tomb* 

stones grey. 
Where the dwellers of that hamlet sleep, that from sight hath 

passed away. 
The eye rests on that triple grave where Eossie*s faded flowers 
Await the Eesurrection bloom of Heaven's unfading bowers. 
And the pitying heart laments the woe, the dark-winged angel Death 
Once wrought within the stately home in that lovely vale beneath. 
Laments, yet feels through all that gain, of bliss shall crown their losa 
Who die in Him whose love hath won salvation through the cross. 
Salvation certain, love untold, and joy the rapt'rous deep. 
The guerdon of those servants true His charge who faithful keep 
Through weal or woe whatever their lot, through sufiering, pain, and 

death. 
Bearing their crosses patiently in their trial-path beneath, 
Till He at last, their Lord, their King, in light of heaven shall show 
The meaning of those trials dark they've borne or bear below. 
And in the bliss of that bright hour their enlightened spirits see 
How blest for them those chastening stripes they bore unmurmur- 

And those glad spirits of His love through years eternal tell 

** Who took, who gave, who can restore, who doeth all things well.* 
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@ WIFT fly the passing moments, bearing out 
J^ The dying year, with all its weal and woe, 
Its toils and cares, its hopes and joys, and all 
Its darker shades of wrong and wreck and crime ; 
Its memories, too, so mixed of sad and sweet ; 
Its faded dreams and aspirations crowned ; 
Its disappointments chill, and bitter loss 
Of health or wealth Or life ; its mingled hues 
Of love's sweet sunshine, or the gloom of death ; 
Its all of dark or bright that wrung or thrilled 
A myriad hearts through twelve short months of time, 
And cometh now, with all it is to bring 
Of good or ill unto our hearts and lives, 
To cheer or chill the fast approaching year. 
What shall it bring to us ? Oh, solemn thought ! 
What shall the changes be 'twill work on all 1 
As work it must by Nature's course and laws — 
By land and sea, by heart and hearth and home. 
By the vast city or the village small. 
The hall of science or the chair of state. 
The stately mansion or the humble cot. 
The noisy workshop or still solitude, 
The quiet temple or the busy streets. 
Where pass Earth's restless pilgrims to and fro, 
Unconscious of the surge that bears them on 
To the vast ocean of eternal life — the surge. 
The never-ceasing surge of time and change. 

Shall this dawning year 
A year of years unto our nation prove, 
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Alwl clmngef} great, as if by enchanter's wand. 

Of bright or dark pass o'er it and its homes 

With traii«formation strange ? Shall statesmen wise^ 

By counsel sage, and well-directed laws, 

Crown its fair plains with good ? or shall the woids, 

" Trust not in princes or in sons of men," 

Prove sadly true to those who much expect — 

As Sfully true as when to Israers sons 

I'he Preacher breathed them in the days of old 1 

liut U) our own, our little world of life. 

Of daily life, what shall its coming bring 1 

Shall it see 
Kind Heaven crown our toils with competence, 
Or dark adversity our spirits crush ? 
Shall priceless health give needful strength and rest 
To us and all we pray for, and our lives 
And theirs be guarded by bright angel guides 1 
Shall there^ no change but such as pleasant is 
Come to the friends we love in this New Year, 
But o'er their hearts and homes its fleeting hours 
Pass gentle as the waft of seraph's wing, 
And at its close find in their wonted spheres 
The forms and faces that are dear to us ? 
Or shall it be — oh ! bitter, bitter thought ! — 
Tliat the cold chill of absence, change, or death 
May chill or fade away their smiles for aye. 
Or still the voices sweet as music now ? 

Thus I sit and dream 
In my still room, beside the fading fire. 
Thinking sad thoughts as dies the parting year — 
Alone, so friendless like, yet not alone. 
For friends I have — a few good faithful friends-^ 
Tried in my hour of trial — trusted friends, 
Who gave my poor heart in its hour of need 
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Sweet sympathy and pity — kind and dear they are ; 

;' Some kinder, dearer than the rest, but all 
Eemembered gratefully in hours like this ; 
And, as I thank the Giver of all good 
For giving me what next to health and life 
Most precious is, Til pray that He may bless 
The coming year in every way to them, 
And pay their kindness back a thousandfold 
In Heaven's love and sunshine evennore. 
May it, indeed, be unto them a year 
Of happiness as bright as earth can give. 
And but the herald of far happier ones. 
This is my wish for them — a wish shall be 
My New Year's one when the old year dies out. 
And from the clock peals forth the solemn chimes, 

- That tell the past hath gone, the present come ; 
Ah, then, dear friends, and dearest, truest friend, 
Shall rise for each and you my voiceless prayer — 
A good New Year ; God bless, God bless you alL 




CHRISTMAS MUSINGS— DECEMBEB 25t]i, 1875. 

^HOTJ comest to us again, 

O deeply, grandly solemn Christmas time ! — 
Comest with memories sweet, and sad, and strange. 
Of years long gone, and days and months passed by. 
Since w)ien thou camest to our spirits last 
A year hath passed since then with strange events — 
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A nad, tuul year to many as to me, 

Tyirongh Iobs of hopes, and friends, and comforts sweety 

(>r dark misfortunes or bereavements wild — 

Iknreavcmonts that will shed their shadows deep 

C/er many a heart, and with thy songs so sweet, 

And Mweeter hymns, blend sad bewailing tones 

For forms removed from each accustomed place, 

For iacoH missed by home, and shrine, and hearth. 

For looliH and smiles, the loved, the welcomed long, 

From life's lone paths, like sunshine passed away, 

For tones made music to enraptured ears 

Htilled in the silence of the lonely grave. 

Or mine, or ocean. " Oh, blest Christmas time, 

Will thou for spirits crushed beneath the weight 

Of woes like these bring sweet and soothing balm 

From Him, thy Lord, the Babe, the Lamb, the King — 

Him, the God-Man, who knoweth what we are 

And what we feel in pain or sorrow's hour ? 

Wilt thou shew aching hearts that best it is 

Their dear ones rest from pain and sadness free. 

From cares and struggles, sins, temptations' toils, 

From frosts and fevers of life's thorny paths. 

From wild anxiety and chill despair. 

From hopes oft blighted, feelings wounded sore. 

By envy's shafts, or disappointments keen, 

Or wearing discord of the strife of tongues — 

Safe in the tabernacle of their Lord, 

Safe in the haven of eternal peace 1 

Wilt thou, too, 
blessed Christmas I 'mongst these memories sad 
Of wreck of life or wealth or prospects fair. 
Or deeds of wrong or crime, or aught has marred 
This busy earth since when thou earnest last, 
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Bring memories sweet of good deeds willing done, 
For heaven or men, by dear ones loved and lost — 
Lost to our sight, but safe in that bright home 
Where the warm reflex of each life of love 
Shall shed its radiance round each faithful soul — 
A radiance that shall crown their brows with stars, 
And robe their forms with glory evermore. 

More than this — 
Wilt thou, blest Christmas, bring us serious thoughts — 
Stem, useful thoughts of Life and Death, and all 
They mean to us, and what they teach our hearts 
Of Time's uncertainty, and our great need 
Of waiting still, with mingled hope and fear. 
Our Master's call, in hope of His reward : 
By doing humbly what He has enjoined — 
By leading useful, pure, and blameless lives 
Of simple faith, shown forth by kindly deeds 
Of charity unto His suffering poor — ay, charity 
Of speech and thought as well, to all alike 
Of rich and poor, whatever their clime or creeds 1 
Such are the thoughts we to Thy shrine should bring-r- 
Fair flowers of promise dewed with mourning tears 
For good omitted in the thoughtless past : 
For words or deeds that o*er our neighbours' lives 
Perchance have pain or darkening shadows cast, 
Making their heavy crosses heavier still : 
For sins like these against our fellow-men — 
Or lack of will to help the poor or weak 
With heart and hand if we have had the power — 
Let tears be shed — remorseful, pitying tears — 
Tears that more precious are in sight of Him — 
Thy glorious Lord, for Lazarus who wept— 
Than all the treasures of this fleeting earth, 
The gold and gems its palaces can show. 
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So "with thoughts like these, 
In homo or temple or on ocean's waves, 
May chastened hearts welcome thy hallowed power, 
O holy, sweet, and solemn Christmas time ; 
And glad ones join thy merry household bands 
Bound the bright board or by the cheerful hearth 
In harmless mirth or converse frank and kind, 
While from the whole to thy blest Lord and King 
From grateful spirits thanks and hymns of praise 
Arise to join the angels* choral strain — 
Globy to God, to men goodwill and peace ! 



hebeaft£b. 

^N the plains of light above, 
^^When the soul shall waken 
Unto joy and peace and love. 

Shall words and deeds mistaken, — 

Mistaken, through the long, long years 
Of patient toil and sorrow. 

Be understood, in that bright sphere 
Of never-ending morrow 1 

Or, shall words of love unsaid, 
Through the heart's emotion, 

To hearts, now chill'd or severed. 
By the grave or ocean, — 



HEREAFTER, 43 



Words, which uttered kindly then^ 
Had clothed with peace or gladness 

Aching memories whose pain 
Haunt us with their sadness : 

Memories of anguish wrought 
. By our dull perceptions, 
Careless word, or wronging thought. 
Chilling sweet affections ; 

Kindly word, or deed represt, 

Through shame of seeming boldnedd ; 

Thoughts of yearning tenderness 
Veiled withi looks of coldness ; 

Phantom memories that rise 

In mournful resurrection 
From graves of many a friendship dead^ 

Many a lost affection. 

Weak we are, and horn to woe, 

Yet each mourning weeper 
Knoweth his mistakes helow 

Make that woe the deeper. 

! in that blest land of light, 

Jerusalem the Golden, . 
When dear friends shall meet our sight. 

Farted in the olden, 

Shall the tenderness unknown, untold. 

At parting or at meeting. 
To gentle hearts now lost or cold 

TJnto our love or greeting, — 
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To hearts that distance severs wide, 

Or earth or ocean cover, 
Of husband, wife, of parent, child. 

Of brother, friend, or lover, 

Be known upon the palmy shore 

Of Aiden's deathless river, 
When hand clasps hand, and soul meets soul. 

In heavenly love, for ever ? 

Meet saved and glorified by Him, 
Whose dying and whose living 

In suffering here won Love's sweet crown, 
The rapture of forgiving^? 

And shall that rapture prove the source 

Of everlasting greeting, 
Amid the blessed intercourse 

Of that celestial meeting ? 

And the sweet words, " I erred, forgive," 
And the blest word, " Forgiven," 

Be first the soul shall speak or hear 
In the full joy of heaven ? 

We know not : none can tell save One 
Who showeth love or warning 

By mysteipies ne'er to be explained 
Until the Judgment morning. 
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A MOTHEB'S MEMOBY. 

WEEP in the dim, grey morning, 
And I pine thro' the weary day, 
For my Petey — my pet, my darling, 
Who has gone to Heaven away. 

Gone from the pining sickness. 
Gone from the withering pain, 

That blighted the bright, young beauty, 
Of which my fond heart was vain. 

And oh, sorely, sorely I miss him. 
My flower that but bloomed to fade, 

My little, dark-eyed dreamer, 
In the cold death-acre laid. 

I miss him sad in the morning. 
When I see his vacant chair. 

As I sit at the breakfast table. 

With the rest of my loved ones there. 

And I miss him as sad in the evening, 
When the children are at their books, 

And his wee face not among them. 
With its grave and earnest looks. 

If or his little, soft hand on my shoulder, 
Nor his little dark head on my knee, 

When weary of play or of lessons, 
He ever came back to me : 
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Came with voice so low and so tender, 
Some childish favour to ask ; 

If rd look at his count or his copy, 
Or help him on with his task. 

Ah I me, it was hard, hard to lose him, 
The gentlest of all my boys, 

My Petey so grave and so tender. 
With his dark and wistful eyes : 

My Petey so like his dear father, 
His father so good and so kind. 

With the same grave, earnest manner, 
With the same grave, thoughtful mind. 

My boy whom I loved so to picture, 

A man, even such as he, 
In form and in heart and in bearing. 

In the years that were to be. 

Alas ! they are gone, the sweet'dreamings, 
I loved in these byegone years. 

And changed to a vision of darkness, 
A memory of grief and tears. 

A memory comes sadly and often. 
Of a grave beneath sunshine or snow, 

And a little flower-wreath'd coffin. 
With a shrouded form below. 

And my heart feels nigh to breaking. 
And the bitter tear-drops fall. 

And in its wHd, weary aching, 
I forget my life's blessings all : 
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Till some thonghts of the trials of others, 
Whose fond hopes have withered or fled — 

Living sorrows of fathers or mothers 
That aip bitterer far than the dead : 

With chastening power on my spirit, 

Like lessons of patience fall, 
And I trust on the wisdom and mercy 

Of my gracious Lord through all. 

And when I think on life's weary struggles, 
Through its cai*es and its toils and its cold, 

I feel thankful my lamb, my darling. 
Is safe in the Heavenly fold. 



THE UNFOBGOTTEN. 

[LOWING page of deathless story. 
Memories sad and strange and vast, 
Through the present's pride and glory 
Call us backward to the past. 

With a calm and chastened sorrow. 
Through its shadows let us tread, 

And warning and example borrow 
From the records of the dead. 

Through the hum of crowded cities, 
On the midnight's solemn breath, 

Cometh forms and voices to us 
From the solitude of death — 
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Come the cliangfed and the changeless, 
With their mild pale faces there, 

Cold as when we gazed upon them 
In the lone lieart's wild despair; 

Forms whose gentle presence gladdened. 
Like the snnheam's cheering rays. 

And whose parting shadows saddened 
Many a mourner's after days ; 

Hearts whose peaceful precincts cherished 
Feelings of the holiest birth — 

Grentle streams whose waters nourished 
The ocean-tide of love on earth ; 

Forms unshrinking, valiant, fearless, 

Ever foremost in the strife, 
Bearing onwards, dauntless, peerless, 

Through the battle-paths of life ; 

Men whose deeds in song and story 
Earth shall still recount with pride. 

Who for country, freedom, glory, 
l^obly triumphed, proudly died ; 

And they — the good, the sage, the learned. 
They of Wisdom's sacred lore. 

Who through heaven's light discerned 
Truths unknown to men before ; 

And they whose sweet though hapless duty 
In their paths through life along 

Was to pour o'er all their beauty 
Burning themes of love and song ; 



I 



THE ANGEV 8 MISSION, 49 

And they, the dear ones — father, mother, 

Husband, brother, sister, wife, 
Son or daughter, friend or lover — 

All that linked the chain of Hf e. 

Glory, science, song, and beauty, 

Memories deepest love, that claim 
Weeping earth, with sacred duty. 

Shall enshrine each hallowed name. 

Let us learn this lesson holy, 

That each blighted hope and love 
Is to make us meek and lowly, 

Fitting for a home above. 

So through life, to-day, to-morrow, 

Through the scenes of good or ill, 
Through the tides of joy or sorrow. 

Some shall live in memory stilL 



THE ANGEL'S MISSION. 

% SUNBEAM feU ere day departed, 
Jr^ Where a pale girl dying lay — 
Sorrow-worn and broken-hearted, 
Fading fast from life away. 

She was weeping for her mother. 
Who, with love, the sad and deep. 

Had vainly watched, till, faint and weary, 
Her sad spirit sank in sleep. 
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And while that still and death-like slnmber 
Lulled the hapless parent's woes, 

Half in anguish, half in prayer, 
Thus the maiden's voice arose :— 

" Oh, my soul is weary, weary ! 

Would that it from earth could flee ; 
But when I'm gone, my dearest mother, 

Who shall love or care for thiee T 

• When a voice in that still hour, 
Such as dying mortals hear 
Breathing from celestial bowers, 
Fell ecstatic on her ear ; 

And a form of glorious beauty, 
Sent from Heaven's eternal goal 

To fulfil a sacred duty. 

Whispered to the parting soul— 

** Mourn not thus, my mortal sister ; 

He who suffered, wept, and died — 
He whose love shall last for ever. 

For thy parent shall provide. 

" Shall He who watcheth o'er His children 

From His holy home above 
Guard and cherish not the object 

Of a sainted spirit's love 1 

** Yes j the Holy One shall send her 

Soon a Comforter divine, 
Who shall guard with care as tender, 

And a love as true as thine. 
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" Then weep not thus o'er feelings blighted ; 

Hasten to that happier sphere 
Where the faithful are requited 

For their wrongs and sufferings here." 

The seraph spread her golden pinions — 

" Come, dear sister, come away, 
Far from sin and death's dominions, 

To the land of joy and day." 

Tranced in bliss, with rapture burning, 

" I come, oh God !" the maiden cried. 
Then, a long, a last look turning, 

** Mother I" whispered she, and died. 

€rod and mother ! — ^words eternal, 
, Words of holiest, purest birth — 
First that winged her soul to Heaven, 
Last that bound her heart to earth. 

And these tones, so sad and tender. 

In one breast an echo found. 
Louder than the breath of trumpet. 

Deeper than the thunder's sound. 

For they woke the pallid mourner 

To meet a dear eye's latest ray. 
The farewell of a parting spirit 

Lingering on its heavenward way. 

Wildly bent the mother, weeping, 

O'er that pale form cold and lone. 
Who on earth in death was sleeping. 

Whose spirit knelt before the throne. 
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But a seraph, kind and glorions, 

Sweetly soothed her bosom's pain- 
Told of love o'er death victorious, 
Said they soon should meet again. 

And so it was ; for ere the summer 
Shed its robe of joy and pride, 

They met, to part no more for ever, 
*Mid the pure and sanctified. 




THE FIBST EASTEB. 

^HE hour was past hy prophets long foretold. 
The victim slain, the sacrifice complete, 
That, from the darkening stain of primal sin 
Redeemed a guilty world — ^*Twas o'er, and Rabhi proud. 
And cunning Scribe, and smooth-tongued Pharisee, 
And the fierce soldiers, and the mocking crowd — 
The cruel actors in the last, dread scene 
Of the earth-life of Heaven's all-glorious King — 
Who, through a day and night of sleepless awe 
Had felt the pangs which murderers justly feel 
In darker anguish of the fearful dreams — 
The broken slumbers of the guilty haunt — 
Moan on their fevered beds throughout the hours. 
The small dread hours 'twixt night and early mom. 
The faithful women who, late weeping, trod. 
With fainting, aching hearts, the mournful way 
O'er which their loved Master bore His cross, 
In weary pain, had from their early walk 
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To the dark sepulchre in haste returned, 
And told strange news to those who, weeping, mourned 
That Master's hitter death — told of the hack-rolled stone, 
The empty tomh, and watcher bright and dread. 
And the deep awe that chilled the keepers stem, 
Making them still and mute as corpses as they passed, 
All faint and trembling, to and from the spot 
Where, in sad hope that He should rise again. 
The faithful Nicodemus laid their Lord. 

All this unto the weary, faithful band 
Of the disciples they had told, and they — 
Those men so loving, though so timid weak — 
Those men who, through His path of poverty and toil, 
So tenderly and trustfully their Lord 
Had ever followed till the trying hour 
Of treachery and shame : They who had fearful mourned 
And watched afar, while the three loving ones — 
The blessed Maries — ^by the bitter cross. 
Fearless of scorn and sneer, in anguish stood, 
Soothing His parting hour. What thought they 
Of the weak fears and doubts that trembling kept 
Their drooping hearts from that dear Master's side — 
In His death agony when, after John beloved. 
And chastened Peter, to make sure 'twas true, 
Had the tomb sought, and from it glad returned 
With the wondrous tidings He had risen indeed 1 
And thought and talked with awe, love, shame, and joy 
Of the glad hour when they again should meet 
That glorious Lord, in risen radiance bright, 
In some lone spot of distant GaHlee. 

So talked they all — 
The men and women of that sorely tried 
And suffering band, ay, talked all save one — 
The fondest, faithfulest — who now alone. 
With weary feet, and anxious, throbbii^ heart, 
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But a seraph, kind and glorious, 

Sweetly soothed her bosom's pain- 
Told of love o'er death victorious, 
Said they soon should meet again. 

And so it was ; for ere the summer 
Shed its robe of joy and pride. 

They met, to part no more for ever, 
'Mid the pure and sanctified. 
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^BDE hour was past by prophets long foretold. 
The victim slain, the sacrifice complete, 
That, from the darkening stain of primal sin 
Eedeemed a guilty world — 'Twas o'er, and Eabbi proud. 
And cunning Scribe, and smooth-tongued Pharisee, 
And the fierce soldiers, and the mocking crowd — 
The cruel actors in the last, dread scene 
Of the earth-life of Heaven's aU-glorious King — 
Who, through a day and night of sleepless awe 
Had felt the pangs which murderers justly feel 
In darker anguish of the fearful dreams — 
The broken slumbers of the guilty haunt — 
Moan on their fevered beds throughout the hours. 
The small dread hours 'twixt night and early mom. 
The faithful women who, late weeping, trod. 
With fainting, aching hearts, the mournful way 
O'er which their loved Master bore His cross, 
In weary pain, had from their early walk 
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To the dark sepulchre in haste returned, 
And told strange news to those who, weeping, mourned 
That Master's bitter death — ^told of the back-rolled stone, 
The empty tomb, and watcher bright and dread. 
And the deep awe that chilled the keepers stem. 
Making them still and mute as corpses as they passed. 
All faint and trembling, to and from the spot 
Where, in sad hope that He should rise again. 
The faithful Nicodemus laid their Lord. 

All this unto the weary, faithful band 
Of the disciples they had told, and they — 
Those men so loving, though so timid weak — 
Those men who, through His path of poverty and toil, 
So tenderly and trustfully their Lord 
Had ever followed till the trying hour 
Of treachery and shame : They who had fearful mourned 
And watched afar, while the three loving ones — 
The blessed Maries — ^by the bitter cross. 
Fearless of scorn and sneer, in anguish stood. 
Soothing His parting hour. What thought they 
Of the weak fears and doubts that trembling kept 
Their drooping hearts from that dear Master's side — 
In His death agony when, after John beloved. 
And chastened Peter, to make sure 'twas true, 
Had the tomb sought, and from it glad returned 
With the wondrous tidings He had risen indeed 1 

And thought and talked with awe, love, shame, and joy 

Of the glad hour when they again should meet 

That glorious Lord, in risen radiance bright. 

In some lone spot of distant Galilee. 

So talked they all — 

The men and women of that sorely tried 

And suffering band, ay, talked all save one — 

The fondest, faithfulest — who now alone. 

With weary feet, and anxious, throbbing l[ieait, 
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And makes us kindly feel for, kindly pray 
Even for our enemies, and seek to lighten still, 
By gentle, pitying words and kindly deeds, 
Their heavy cross who suffer or who mourn. 

So shall we 
Find heavenly comfort in our own dark hours 
Of sorrow and of trial, so patient wait 
Our Master's coming in the time of woe, 
And meet like her His gentle, loving look. 
And hear like her His gentle, loving voice. 
Why weepest thou, poor soul 1 Whom seekest thou 1 
I go unto my Father and to yours. 
Unto thy God and mine, to plead thy cause, 
And send thee help and strength in time of need. 



THE ADORATION OF OUR BLESSED SAVIOUR. 

Lines suggested by the coiipletion of the New Reredos in s. Paul's Church 

THE CENTRAL COMPARTMENT OF WmCH CONTAINS A BEAUTIFUL REPRE- 
SENTATION OF THE ADORATION, IN MOSAIC. 

*© ADIANT forms, a glorious vision 
-^1 Kneeling on the golden floor : 
Faces bright with love Elysian 

For the Lord Whom they adore, 
To Him the Crucified and Risen, 

Turned in rapture evermore. 

Faces ne'er know tears or sorrow. 

Gazing on the Face that wept ; 
Eyes ne'er woke to earthly morrow 

On the Eyes sad vigil kept — 
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Gkihaenmie's dmd 
WhOefuliiig 

Seraphim widi ii|4Tfiil 

Chenibiiiiy villi 
YeiliDg their bn^^ 

Aa they toodi Ifceir goMea ttji i i ^p^ 
Gaze with knring ejcs i^km Hiaa, 

Lord of loidiaiid Kia^oC 



Graziiig, toOy aie SaiiiiB jomI Manris, 
Souls far idiam He vept aad dkdly 

They His steps wbo f cAowcd aflcf; 
By dark snffering pmified. 

Bending now befofe their MmT^t, 
Crowned and pafaned aad ^onfind^ 

Forms with stanj robes adomEd, 
Hands the gcddeii pahns that Uhk, 

Smiles of thoae onee wept aad nKwraed, 
Angel 801^ of prnae aad pfarei; 

Hail Him, onee the Seomged aad Sootned, 
King and Priest and Yietor these : 

Victor He, the med^ and lowty. 
Who endured thai He mi^ Uess, 

Pain and woe and scoff nnhcdy. 
And death's hoar of hittemesiL 

So, by suffering, winning soMy 
Man's eternal haj^^nness. 

Thus the blest of every nation. 

Grazing on His Presence bright. 
In their raptured adoration 
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Cease not, rest not, day or night, 
Chanting in glad jubilation 
Praises of His love and might. 

Lord, may we Thy grace imploring, 
Thus within Thy temple pray, 

like those glorious ones adoring, 
With Thy presence blest alway ; 

Thou Who, by Thy blood's outpouring, 
Won us Heavenly Life for aye. 



THE SWEET CHURCH BELLS. 

Lines sttooested bt hearing the chimes of the New bells of S. paul'& 

Church, Dundee. 

THE bells, the sweet Church bells ! 
With echoes softly borne. 
Breaking with silvery torses the calm 

Of the still Sunday mom : 
Calling us on God's holy day. 

From early dawn till even, 
To cast each worldly thought away. 

And fix our minds on heaven ; 
And rest from every weary care. 

And every aching woe. 
Find in His worship. Who for us 

Once toiled and wept below. 

the bells, the hallowed bells ! 
Greeting with rapt'rous chime, 
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The advent of glad Christmas day 

And joyous Easter time : 
Hailing the hour our Victor came 

To bear His earthly doom, 
And that on which He glorious rose 

Triumphant o'er 1;he tomb, 
And that blest day He left our earth, 

And that on which there came 
The Paraclete of Love and Peace 

In cloven tongues of flame. 

O the bells, the glad, glad bells ! 

Einging with joyous pride. 
As from the holy altar pass 

The bridegroom and the bride ; 
Waking sweet thoughts and happy dreams 

And tender griefs and fears 
In hearts now joined for weal or woe 

To meet the coming years : 
To show through chance and change of time 

Fond love and plighted faith 
Joined by a tie no hand can loose, 

Save the cold hand of death. 

the bells, the sad, sad bells ! 

Sounding, with mournful toll. 
The requiem dread of dust to dust 

For the departed soul. 
Telling us in their wailing tones 

Of Earth's fast-fading bloom. 
How we and aU we love must lie 

Low in the darksome tomb ; 
And woe and tears and pain and death. 

Must still man's burden be, 
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Till all of Time hath passed away 
Into Eternity. 

the bells, the holy bells ! 

Calling, with earnest peal, 
Our toilwom limbs before their God 

In humble prayer to kneel ; 
Bidding us cast our cares on Him, 

To Him unceasing pray. 
Whose mighty Hand can safely lead 

Along Life's weary way : 
Can lead through woe and pain and death, 

To that bright home above, 
Where toils and cares and tears are not, 

But all is joy and love. 




THE PBIOBY: OB OHBISTIAN 8TEWABBSHIP. 

[BIGHT beams the golden sunshine of warm June 
On the proud mansion I attempt to paint — 
A stately mansion, with an owner kind, 
And mistress fair, a lady good and meek ; 
True helpmeet to her wise and worthy lord. 
In his high path of public usefulness 
And calm home duties — ^honoured much 
And loved are they by all who know their worth, 
For higher gifts than rank or wealth confers, 
High gifts of heart and mind— for kindly deeds 
ofcoStesy and charity-deeds which win 
Deserved praise from grateful lips and hearts 
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Of all within their sphere : Good stewards they 
Of talents Heaven given for their blest Lord, 
TJnto His poor around their lands and home. 

Surpassing fair 
Is the demesne around that stately home, 
Where Art and Nature seem combined to charm 
With wondrous beauty sense of sound and sight. 
Where woods and plains, and lawns and gardens fair, 
Are gay with bloom and verdure, song and flowers. 
And chant of breeze and brook and waterfall 
Make pleasant music, blent with songs of birds. 
And raise a ceaseless hymn of praise to heaven — 
Aiiymn finds grateful echo in the hearts 
Of those who seek, amid its flowery paths. 
Sweet respite from the city's dust and toil — 
Kind privilege allowed through summer hours 
To labour's children, by its generous lord, 
A privilege prized by many a lowly one. 

Proud is the mansion I attempt to paint ; 
Aye, proudly grand, although it boasteth not 
The charm of hoary age, nor hath old Time 
Shed his grey shadows o'er its walls and towers ; 
For grand it is in stateliest fashionings 
Of architecture rare, and grand in much 
Eecalls the solemn past unto the mind, 
And thrills the heart with wonder sad and strange ; 
Por art of ancient and of modem time 
Hath found true patrons in that noble house. 
The painter's fairest fancies gild its walls, 
The sculptor's classic glories grace its courts, 
And well the poet's feelings might be stirred 
To strangest, saddest dreamings by the wealth 
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Of wondrous relics are within it stored — 
Mementoes of a mighty world gone by, 
With all its pride and sin and joy and woe. 

Sad indeed it is, 
In its dim cloister's shadowy light, to mark 
The wealth of wreck, and wreck of wealth, that tell 
Of ancient glory, and of ancient doom — of sin, 
And wrong and suffering — prophecies fulfilled 
On grand old cities, such as Nineveh, 
And Babylon the proud, and haughty Eome, 
And that doomed city by the sounding sea, 
Like to the sinful cities of the Plain, 
Scorched and entombed by showers and waves of fire. 

But sweeter, holier memories haunt the mind 
When, leaving that sad show of old-world wreck, 
The eye turns gladly to the pictured dreams 
Of grand old Masters of the art divine. 
And lights with pity or poetic fire 
On the bright Head that wore the thorny crown, 
Whether as tender Babe or martyr'd Lord ; 
Or on Madonnas meek, or Magdalenes, 
Gazing so sadly down with mournful eyes ; 
Or, turning from those sacred gems of art, 
And passing heedless o'er the proud array 
Of princes, poets, statesmen, warriors*— men 
Honoured for prowess, birth, or intellect — 
Rests on some daughter of that noble House, 
Pictured in beauty of her golden prime. 
Fair as when hearts were thrilled by her smile, 
And ears dwelt gladly on her silvery tones. 
Rich, rich indeed in all can touch or charm — 
From relic fair or sad, ©f joy or woe ; 
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From visioned forms, radiant with light and life, 
To the pale beauty of the lineaments, 
Sculptured in marble, of the lovdd dead — 
Is that proud dwelling I have pictured here — 
That pleasant home wherein my spirit found, 
In summer hours, a calm and sweet retreat. 
Through kindness of its mistress good and fair, 
Sharing the comforts of its household life. 
And recreation of its out-door walks. 
Companion to some messenger of good 
From that kind lady to the neighbouring poor, 
Each mom and even through the flowery paths 
Of wood or vale ; or sharing — sweeter still — 
The holy rest of its sweet Sabbath hours. 
Seated within its Chapel calm and quaint. 
Listening the chimes of the harmonious bells, 
Or holy hymns chanted with cadence sweet, 
Or words of truth breathed with reverent tone, 
Feeling the power devotional which sheds 
Around the sacred spot its charm divine. 

Blest are the owners of that stately home 
And fair demesne, but not for wealth or state, 
Eut for that better power that wealth commands 
When, joined to noble mind and generous heart, 
It tends to further what is good, and thus 
Works out its holiest purpose. Blest are they 
For using well the talents Heaven bestowed — 
Blest in the love of kindred and of friends 
That now doth cheer their lives ; but blessed most 
Perchance through sorrows past — sorrows that come 
Back to their spirits with mute, aching pain, 
For lost and loved ones that were sudden called. 
In youth's bright bloom, from their home hearth away — 
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Sorrows that were but blessings darkly draped — 
Blessings which raised their mourning hearts above 
The fielding joys of earth to heavenly dreams, 
And made their kindly natures kindlier still, 
In showing Christian sympathy to aU who mourn. 
And proving well, by gentle words and deeds 
To God's loved poor, in hours of dark distress. 
Their worthy stewardship of what He gave, 
Finding their sweet reward in the glad smiles 
And grateful tones of those around whose hearts 
Those gentle words and deeds have comfort shed, 
Through weary hours of woe or care or pain — 
Eeward the richest unto minds like theirs — 
Minds that can feel that life's best happiness 
Is that which comes to us through having made 
Our neighbours happier by our friendly help. 



THE COTTAGE. 

Xjnes Suggested bt Oooasional Visits to Loohside, Clunie, Pbbthshibbl 

^ LOWLY cottage, in a sylvan scene 
yP^ Of rarest loveliness — a pleasant home 
To look upon, with its rose-wreathed walls. 
And garden plot in front, where kitchen herbs. 
Mingled with fairest flowers, meet the eye. 
And blend their fragrance with the odours sweet 
That breathe from radiant and luxuriant bloom 
Of flowering lilacs, or from apple trees ; 
A cottage truly sweet to look upon 
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In spiing or summer time, when on its walls 

A spreading pear tree wreathes its blossoms white, 

Or clinging woodbines twine, or climbing shrubs 

And blushing roses hang their festoons fair 

Around its open door and windows small, 

Breaking with sweetest sense of smell and sound 

The household calm of those who dwell therein. 

Fair seems the pleasant spot as a bright dream 

Of happy poet in some joyous hour ; 

Fair as an Eden in its holy calm 

Of outward severance from busy life. 

A rising slope behind, all wooded o'er 

With larch and beech trees, and dark mountain firs ; 

An emerald vale and silvery loch before — 

A fairy lake, in midst of which is seen 

An islet fair, whereon a castle stands, 

A quaint old pile, built by a prelate good. 

And birthplace meet of one whose rare, rich gifts 

Of mind and person made him much beloved. 

Admired and envied in his brief, bright life — 

A life cut short by foul assassin's hand. 

In a proud city of fair Italy. 

A scene it is of beauty strange and rare. 

That lovely valley, and that fairy lake. 

Whose glittering wavelets murmur round its shore 

A never-ceasing song of joy and praise ; 

While from the trees which grace its wooded banks, 

The golden broom which gilds its sunny slopes. 

And the blue hills that circle it around, 

Hemming in lovely vale and cottage fair. 

And sighing wood and silvery loch, and all 

That makes this sylvan scene so wondrous bright, 

Bises one choral chant of wave and breeze — 

Bises one ceaseless hymn of sweetest sounds 
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Of rustling leaves and brooklets bubbling wild, 

And lowing kine and bleating sheep, and birds 

Whose ringing notes float on the fragrant air, 

And bees among the flowers humming low — 

These aU combined make such sweet melody 

As stiUs the weary heart's sad, aching thoughts, 

And lulls it into sweetest, tenderest dreams. 

Picturing how sweet it were to meet amid 

Those sylvan scenes of harmony and peace 

The dear, dear friends to whom our spirits turn 

For truest sympathy in joy or woe ; 

Breathing the while, perchance, a voiceless prayer, 

That harmony and peace of loving heaven 

May crown their lives and warm with joy their hearts, 

And be with and around them everywhere. 

Such the sweet thoughts awoke by scenes like this, 

And such thy charm, bright oasis of peace. 

Thus fair is aU without, but what within 1 
That cottage home can paint the sweeter charm. 
The power of kindly words and kindly deeds. 
The simple faith, the truth and friendship firm. 
Which its kind inmates show forth in their lives. 
Two gentle-hearted women they, and sisters true 
In Christian feeling and in Christian love 
To all who bear within their lowly sphere 
The heavy cross of care, or pain, or woe. 
A refuge calm, a bower of rest and peace 
Is their bright, pleasant home to all who feel 
The crush of this world's strife, the weary brain, 
Or aching heart saddened by cares of life. 
Or crushing sorrow, or by hope deferred. 
Pleasant on many such have fallen the hours 
Of daily life in the seclusion sweet 
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Of that bright valley, and that cottage home : 

£yen as they fell on me in bygone days, 

Spent there in radiant spring and summer time — 

Sweet days that leave a memory will not fade, 

Of matin hours dawning with welcome sweet. 

Of sunbeams streaming through the snowy blinds, 

And wreathing leaves rustling my window round. 

Cheering my waking senses, while the songs 

Of joyous birds, blent with the cuckoo's note. 

Seemed to tell me it was time to rise. 

Then came the pleasant greetings of the hour — 

Two kindly faces brightening my room, 

Two kindly voices wishing me good mom. 

And asking how Pd slept, and where Td go 

To spend the time most pleasantly whene'er 

The breakfast should be o'er. Would I to the loch 

To have a sail 1 Or would I climb the hills, 

Or ramble through the woods, if not too much 

So far to walk ? TiU stopped, perchance. 

Their kindly questionings by the sudden rush 

Into our midst of our first visitor — 

A milk-white lamb, the favoured household pet — 

A meek-faced lamb, to seek its morning meal. 

Such were the morning incidents of days 

Spent pleasantly and well in wanderings sweet 

"Through Nature's solitudes, and evenings calm 

Of peaceful converse with those dear, kind friends. 

Ended by listening, in the twilight dim, 

To my kind hostess as she meekly read 

Some chosen chapter from the Book of books. 

And then some sweet old Psalm or Paraphrase, 

Passing remarks on each in her quaint way — 

Remarks so full of love, and faith, and trust, 

Regarding Heaven's truth shown forth therein — 
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Till the hour for parting came, and her soft voice, 
Blent with her cousin's, wished me kind " Grood night.' 

Dear, valued friends ! 
The memory of their kindness still shall be 
A cheering thought through weary cares of life. • 
Surely if to be humble, true, and kind. 
Friendly and pitiful to all who need 
Comfort or help for sorrow, want, or pain, 
Or gentle sympathy for crushing care — 
K to be humbly trustful in their lives, 
As to their heavenly hopes and earthly weal, 
Is to be righteous and to walk with God, 
Then may the inmates of that cottage home, 
When the meek duties of their lot are o'er, 
Hope for a palace home in that bright world 
Where pain and woe are not — that glorious world 
Wherein He dwells Who said that eye nor ear 
Nor heart of man hath ever seen nor heard, 
Nor yet conceived, what bliss He hath prepared 
For those who love Him, and show forth that love 
By charity of word and thought and deed 
To all they meet while pilgrims here below. 
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^ WELCOME visitor hath come, 
J^ With gentle voice and smile, 
A messenger from heaven's glad home, 
To dwell with us a while. 
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Come with the robe of gems and flowers 

She wore in earth's first glow, 
When throned in Eden's rosy bowers 

Six thousand years ago. 

The light of her celestial birth 

Crowning her sunny brow, 
Herald, to hearts and homes of earth, 

Of warmth and sunshine now : 

The light and warmth that o'er the lands 

Bushed in a rapt'rous flood, 
When, fresh from Grod's creating hands. 

He blessed and called them good. 

She comes to wake to song and mirth 

Bird, flower, vale, and stream ; 
And make each spot she treads on earth 

Bright as a poet's dream. « 

To wreathe the trees with gaiiands rare. 

To clothe the hills with green. 
And carpet vales and meadows fair 

With flowers of dazzling sheen — 

Whose blossoms peep up by the brooks 

To the blue heavens above, 
Badiant and gentle like kind looks 

From the dear eyes we love. 

And her sweet voice 'midst songs of burds 

Eings through the woodlands dim. 
Mingled with chant of I^ature heard 

Like some celestial hymn. 



70 THE WELCOME VISITOR. 

And breathes her sigh through lonely bowers 

Beneath the shadowy trees, 
And ivied nooks, where ferns and flowers 

Await the summer bees. 

'Keath lofty trees, whose shade we seek 
When noonday's sun is high, 

like the strong friends to whom the weak 
Flee in perplexity. 

Her's is the power, divinely given, 

To shed o'er earth abroad 
A something of the light of heaven — 

The shadow of her God. 

Oh ! might we still true wisdom learn 
Through her life-giving hours. 

And types of heavenly truths discern 
In the awaking flowers ! 

Learn that though storms of cares and fears- 
Shall cloud our earthly home. 

And to the winter of our years 
No second spring-time come — 

Yet warm with heavenly hope and love, • 
Fervent with faith and truth. 

Our spirits may immortal prove 
In their unfading youth. 

That so, when. Death's dark winter come,. 

In brighter happier spheres 
They, flower like, may shine and bloom 

Thi^ough the eternal years ! 
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AKE to your tasks, fair flowers, 
Wake, 'tis the balmy spring ; 
Gladden our summer hours 
By radiant blossoming. 

The cold dark reign of winter, 
With its dreary gloom, is o'er ; 

Come now to gild the vales of earth 
As bright as heretofore. 

The glad bee on the sunny bank 
Shall woo your blossoms wild. 

And the mother in the meadow 
Shall pull you for her child : 

And lovers see your fairest one 
Shine star-like in their bowers ; 

Oh, what were earth without your charm. 
Heaven's purest gift — sweet flowers ! 

Ye've a hopeful task, young flowers. 

To rise a dazzling throng, 
'Neath April's scented showers, 

And sunshine, joy, and song. 

When the grass, to greet your coming, 

Waves o'er the emerald lea. 
Oh, welcome, lovely flowers. 

Your advent still shall be ! 
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YeVe a joyful task, glad flowers, 
'Mid scenes of pomp and mirth, 

To gild in festive hours 

The homes and shrines of earth. 

To wreathe around the flushing brow 
Of the victor in his pride. 

And blush upon the changing cheek 
Of the fair and timid bride. 

To deck the prince's lordly hall 
With bright and graceful spell. 

And bloom upon the cottage wall 
As lovely and as well. 

YeVe a lonely task, wUd flowers, 

To gild the ruins grey 
Of proud old palaces and towers 

Fast crumbling to decay. 

And watch, like silent sentinels. 
O'er many a saddening scene. 

Where the haunts of love and loveliness 
And pomp and pride hath been. 

YeVe a mournful task, sad flowers, 
When by sorrow's pale hand shed, 

Ye droop in fading watchfulness. 
Like mourners o'er the dead. 

When fond eyes, dimmed by weeping, 

Droop wearily in woe. 
Where forms too fair and loved for earth 

Lie cold and still below. 
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YeVe a warning task, frail flowers, 

To show, by fading bloom, 
How brief ore life's sad bonis. 

How certain is the tomb — 

How grandeur, power, and beauty, 

Honrisb to fade and fall, 
And earth, our fair and lovM earth, 

Be the sepulchre of alL 

Yet welcome, radiant messengers, 

By Love eternal given. 
To gild the summer vales of earth, 

And breathe and bloom of heaven. 
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STOOD within a lofty haU, 
And many a lovely form was there ; 
Watchful and mute were mingled all — 
The young and old, the brave and fair. 

And hope was buoyant in my heart — 
Young bounding hopes of pride and joy ; 

For hundreds listened to my voice, 
And hundred faces met mine eye. 

V. 
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And 'mongst those watchful faces — one 

Still comes with dreams of that proud day. 

Though gladness from my soul hath gone 
With many a cherished hope away. 

Not beautiful, but with a light 
Of meekness on the gentle brow, 

That sweetly rose upon my sight — 
That sadly haunts my memory now. 

With melancholy's faintest trace — 

The chastened look, the thoughtf id air, 

The charm of intellect and grace, 
More lovely far than beauty there. 

'Twas said my words breathed truth and fire— 
Their power around my glance could trace ; 

But oh, 'twas sweeter to inspire 
The look upon that maiden's face ! 

I read approval in her eyes. 

Mine answering 'neath the strange control 
Of those mysterious sympathies 
• Draw heart to heart and soul to soul. 

And thrice again I saw that face. 
And still I hailed its presence more ; 

So lovely in its pensive grace. 
But paler, sadder than before. 

Fate called me thence : but who was she 
Was what I ne'er could learn or guess, 

Whose form with sad sweet memory 
Filled all my hours of loneliness. 
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And who, when fortune crowned my toil, 

Like haunting spirit ever came, 

As if to show, without her smile 

How vain the breath of praise or fame. 
• •••••• 

Twas evening in a mourning home ; 

And sad fell twilight's shadows now 
O'er a sorrowing father's hoary head, 

O'er a sad mother's stricken hrow ; 

But sadder o'er a snow-white hier. 

Whereon a maiden slept in death ; 
Why did they lead my footsteps near 

To gaze the veiling shroud beneath ? 

The face — the haunting face lay there, 

My spirit's bride, in silence loved. 
Ah ! who could tell what dark despair 

That hour and after years have proved % 

White flowers her form were drooping o'er, 

Not purer than her marble brow ; 
And if I loved her dear before, 

How dearer did I love her now ! 

They told me how she drooped and pined, 

Patient and mute for many a day ; 
Then on her mother's breast reclined. 

Told her heart's tale, and passed away. 

She loved me. Was it love divine 

That bade that tie to life be riven. 
To draw each wandering thought of mine 

From earthly dreams to hopes of Heaven ! 



n 
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^M'OKE the Chiktmas chimieB harmoBioiB» 
^^^\ Holy dieamings of the past, 
Ab they echoed on the night hieeie 
Tfaron^ the city wide and yast. 

Throng the proad streets' homes of oomHoiif 
Through the noisome alleys' din. 

Through bright scenes of festal gTadnesBy 
Through dark haunts of woe and sin. 

Falling with a solemn sadness 

Where two sisters vigil kept, 
One in frenzy wild of fever, 

One in woe who hopeless wept 

Sisters twain, who'd long together 
Lived and laboured day by day. 

Till dark sorrow came, and sickness 
Swept their hopes, their all away. 



THIS ANGEL NURSS. 77 

Passing fair the stricken maiden ; 

Passing fair, too, she who now. 
Pale with watching, sorrow laden, 

Bendeth o*er her fevered brow. 

Vainly had their lowly neighbonrs 

Given the aid the poor can give, 
Soothed their woe by loving labours, 

Prayed the suffering one might live. 

Vain, too, had the kindly doctor 

Given the help he could afford, 
Given unpaid his daily visit. 

Soothing draught, and cheering word. 

Vain, alas ! had their good pastor 

Prayed that Heaven would spare the blow ; 

She each hour sinks faster, faster. 
And the mourner weeps in woe. 

Weeps alone, for there beside her, 

With wan face and drooping brow. 
That poor widow come to help her. 

Worn with watching, sleepeth now. 

Sweetly swell the chimes harmonious. 

As a well-remembered strain 
Falleth on the mourner's spirit. 

Calling forth a prayer of pain. 

Spare her. Lord of mercy, spare her ; 

All is possible to Thee ; 
K it be Thy will, blest Saviour, 

Spare my sister dear to me. 
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Swelled the chimes in strains victorious, 
Shone a radiance through the gloom. 

As a seraph, bright and glorious, 
Swept into the cheerless room. 

Gazed unseen, with love and wonder, 
On each wan, unconscious face. 

Soothed the mourner's woe in slumber. 
By the sufferer took her place. 

Stilled with waft of wings immortal 
Pain and fever's fiery strife. 

Called from threshold of death's portal 
Her worn spirit back to life. 

Changed frenzy, dark and burning. 
Into rest the sweet and deep ; 

Pain and woe to comfort turning, 
" Giving the belovM sleep." 

Thus her radiant vigil keeping, 

"Watched she till the morning clear ; 

Little dreamt the mourners sleeping 
That an angel nurse was near. 

Eang the sweet church bells melodious. 
Woke the mourner to rejoice, 

Woke to hear her Christmas welcome 
BreathM by her sister's voice. 

Kindly hands and hearts were near them 
Ere the seraph sped away ; 

Kindly smiles and voices cheer'd them ; 
'Twas a blessed Christmas day ! 
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^WYNDELINE'S hair's Hke the raven's wing, 

Gwyneth's is amber brown ; 
Gwyndeline's dressed in crimson and gold, 

Gyneth in russet gown ; 
Gwyneth is flower of the valley wide, 

Gwyndeline star of the town. 

The one hath treasure of gold and pearl. 

She comes of a lordly race ; 
The other hath nought save her loving heart. 

And fair and gentle face : 
Yet never did daughter of baron or earl 

A richer dower grace. 

Gwyndeline's home is a home of pride, 

The castle on yonder steep ; 
Gwyneth's a cot by the mountain's side, 

Where she tendeth her father's sheep : 
And never I ween did. fairer form 

Such gentle office keep. 

Gwyndeline rides on her palfrey white, 

And pages await her call ; 
And many an earl, and squire, and knight 

Toasts her in tower and hall : 
But she loves the rich lord of Elvindale 

And his lands above them all. 
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But Gwyneth she spins in the evening grey, 
When the sheep are in the fold, 

And talks of the labours of the day 
With her sire, the worn and old ; 

And cheers his heart hy gentle deeds, 
More precious far than gold. 

And then, her homely duties done. 

She from her frugal store 
Beareth a portion to the cot 

Of the hermit on the moor : 
She doth not in her lowly lot 

Forget the lowlier poor ; 

For he doth sad and weary lie 

Upon his leafy bed, 
With none to cheer his lonely hours 

Save those hy pity led : 
And oft hath Gwyneth's gentle deeds 

Sweet comfort round him shed. 

And the lady Gwyndeline sometimes there 

To leave her alms doth call. 
But with a tone and with an air 

That tumeth each gift to gall : 
Oh ! from such charity as hers 

May heaven keep us all ! 

They stand on holy Christmas day 

Beside that hermit old, 
Gwyneth in gown of russet gray, 

Gwyndeline purple and gold : 
And which looked fairest in such array 

Sooth it were hard to be told ! 
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" Lady, kind lady," the hermit said, 

" I am weak and ill to-day. 
Wilt thou raise the cordial to my Kps — 

Lift np my head, I pray." 
A scornful smile came to Gwyndeline's face, 

And she haughtily turned away. 

Ah ! gentle Gwyneth, is*t thy heart 

On which my head is laid 1 
And thy kind hand hath to my lips 

The cooling draught conveyed — 
Thy cup of water, sweetest saint, 

Shall richly be repaid. 

Wildly she starts to see not there 

The hoary hermit now ; 
But a stately knight with raven hair. 

And a high and kingly brow ; 
And her drooping cheek turns red as the rose. 

And Gwyndeline's white as the snow. 

A happy Christmas, fair lady. 

All scornful as thou art ; 
But a happier Christmas, Gwyneth, to thee. 

Fair maid of the angel heart. 
For 'tis thine in the hour of pain and woe 

To act the angeFs part. 

But Gwyneth away at sound of his voice 

Like a startled fawn hath flown. 
He follows her steps as the dove his mate. 

And oh ! if I had but known : 
Thus sighed the Lady Gwyndeline 

As she walked o'er the moor alone. 
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92flLK Princess in the rocking-chair, 
^^ Winsome lady, lovely lady — 
Was ever little dame so fair 
As our darling baby 1 

Silky hair of golden hue, 

Violet eyes and pretty nosey ; 

Frock of white, with knots of blue. 
Cheeks so soft and rosy. 

Dimpled arms and dimpled chin. 

Alabaster shoulders ; 
Witching little wiles that win 

Hearts of all beholders. 

Thronfed in the rocking-chair 

Like a fairy princess, 
Crown'd with baby beauty rare. 

Served with love's sweet incense. 
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Crown'd with eight short months of days — 

Days of baby pleasure ; 
Charming in her wilful ways — 

Such a little treasure ! 

Loving subjects waiting on 

Their Princess Duck-a-Doozie — 
Kind papa and dear mamma, 

Velvet-footed Pussy. 

Wealth of priceless riches, too — 

Wealth of infant blisses — 
Loving looks and tears and smiles, 

Loving clasps and kisses. 

There she sits, that baby rare, 

Princess Duck-a-Doozie,. 
Eadiant in her golden hair. 

White robe, and crimson shoesie. 

May heaven to our darling send 

Best of blisses human — 
Constant, true, and loving friends, 

Both as child and woman ; 

And love and peace, sweet angel guides, 

Ne'er from her pathway sever. 
But lead her happily through life. 

And be with her for ever. 
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^, HAPPY, happy was my lot> 
^^ Calm was my home and fair. 
For comf oirt, plenty, love, and peace 
Were household angels there. 

A good, kind husband's love was mine^ 
And mine fair children three — 

Three winsome boys as ever sat 
Upon fond mother's knee. 

A worthy doctor, toiling hard 

From early morn till even, 
Was that dear husband, Grod's best gift 

And blessing to me given ; 

And next my boys — my bonnie boys, 

I thought my earthly state 
Could know no greater happiness, 

Till I saw Baby Kate ; 

My own wee Katie, my sweet pet : 
My treasure and my pearl ; 

! Heaven crown'd my lot of joy 
With my dear baby girL 

In sunny morn of smiling May 
Was our loved darling's birth ; 

She came a beam to gild our home, 
And cheer our lives on earth. 
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"^bA dreamt I not in that glad day 
What deeper joy should wait 

The dawn of reason's early ray 
In bonnie Baby Kate. 

! winsome ase lier baby ways, 
Her sweet, wee face how fair ; 

How dark, yet bright, her loving eyes 
How brown her silken hair. 

And ! her smile — her pawky smile, 
How sweet it is and meek ; 

How pearly white her pretty arms ; 
How soft her dimpled cheek. 

And sweet and soft her baby words. 
Soft as the ring-dove's coo ; 

Her murmured tones of Ma, ma, ma. 
And Da, da, da, and goo. 

And sweet her cry of baby grief, 
Wlien she my face doth miss ; 

And sweet her wee mouth opened wide 
To give its offered kiss. 

And sweet her crow of glad delight, 

WheTi she doth joyful greet 
Her dear papa, when he comes in 

To rest his weary feet. 

• 

! when I think on all the joys 
And blessings to me given — 

The three bright boys and baby girl 
Bestowed on me by Heaven — 
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When I think how Heaven has shown its caie. 

And spared its chastening rod, 
My heart breathes a thanksgiving prayer 

Unto my gracious God. 

O ! may his love protect them all 
Throughout their earthly state — 

My good, kind husband, my dear boys, 
And bonnie Baby Kate I 
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*I^AIE of a dark and silken brown, 
np Blue, earnest eyes of radiant keenness, 
A brow that seldom wears a frown, 
A bearing free from pride or meanness. 

A face that to artistic eye 

Might boast no charm of classic feature, 
But bright with beauty better far — 

The beauty of a gentle nature. 

A manner kind without pretence, 
A mind well stored with information^ 

Gifted with much of common sense, 
Yet more of fancy's wild creation. 
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A creature frank and social too ; 

A woman true, a woman truly ; 
Giving to all their honours due, 

Seeking from all her honours duly. 

Childlike in spirit, though a wife ; 

Brightening her home hy cheerful labour ; 
Showing by useful, blameless life, 

Love to her God, her husband, neighbour. 

Tet prone withal to mark each change 
Of fashion, and in dress to don it ; 

In a neat dress takes interest strange, 
And prizes much a pretty bonnet. 

Can show a little temper too, 

Or pride to proud ones, or uncivil ; 

Yet kind and generous, good and true, 
With heart no malice knows nor evil. 

Such are her faults, her virtues such ; 

Venial those faults, she has no other ; 
Loving she' is, and lovM much — 

A fond, true wife, a tender mother. 

A faithful friend, as I have proved, 
A household joy, a household fairy ; 

A creature formed to be beloved — 
Such is my portrait true of Mary. 
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LADY ALIOZ. 
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Or yield with pretty, childish grace 

To Nelly's mimic rule, 
As with a grave befitting face 

You play at church or school. 

Now wilful, fretful, naughty. 

Now loving, playful, bright ; 
By turns an elf of mischief 

Or treasure of delight. 

Now charming happy mammy 

By a sweet caress ; 
Now vexing auntie Fanny 

By your waywardness. 

Crying, laughing, teasing. 

Sad or grave or gay ; 
Yet through all so pleasing 

In your pretty way. 

Winsome Lady Alice, 

Pledged godchild of mine. 
Like sweet sister Nelly 

At baptismal shrine : 

Named by voice revered. 

Blest by lips whose tone . 
Hath oft earth's wand'rers cheered 

On their pathways lone : 

May that sweet name given 

Still thy meet title be. 
And with bliss of Heaven 

That blessing rest with thee : 
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That thou, dear godchild Alice, 
May blessed be through life — 

Blessfed as daughter, sister, friend, 
As maiden or as wife. 




VAIN BEGBETS. 

^HEY come with their memories strange and vast. 
Those spirit-voices of the past — 
Recollections that haunt us still. 
Try to forget them as we will. 
J^ot the rosy dreams of childhood's hours, 
When young hope strewed life's path with flowers, 
When fancy painted the future bright. 
And the spirit basked in its golden light ; 
But like those grim phantoms were said to pass 
In days of old o'er wizard's glass. 
When the hand of superstition shed 
Its impious spells o'er the shrouded dead. 

Vain regrets ! Who hath felt them not. 
From the highest sphere to the humblest lot % 
From him before whose haughty brow 
The conquered chiefs of earth did bow. 
Who wildly wept by the sounding wave 
That bounded Asia's utmost shore 
That he could not another world enslave. 
And his dream of ambition and glory o'er, 
To the veriest beggar that ever bore 
A weary heart from door to door. 
The breast ne'er heaved nor throbbfed yet 
That hath not ached with its vain regret. 
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Back, back to our hearts they fly, 

Like stonn-clouds darkening life's fairest sky ] 

Back through the bustle, the toil, and strife. 

The hopes, the fears, and cares of life ; 

They have mingled with scenes of pride and joy, 

When the song was loud and the mirth was high ; 

They have wandered amid the busy crowd, 

When the soul in its lone despair was bowed ; 

They are hidden in many a dungeon's gloom, 

They are breathed o'er many a silent tomb. 

And doth it haunt thy memory yet. 

Mourner, that sad and vain regret 1 

Hath it pursued thee amid the strife. 

The toils, the cares, and fears of life 1 

Hath thy soul in silence long deplored 

The harsh remark or the careless word, 

Whose tones did bitter entrance find 

To the wounded depths of a brother's mind 1 

Hast thou, in thy dealings thy kind among. 

Omitted the mercy and done the wrong, 

Or basely repaid an act of good 

With cold and dark ingratitude 1 

Hast thou, with secret sorrow, wept 

A promise broken thou shouldst have kept 1 

Or hast thou an evil example given 

To lead thy brother from hope and heaven. 

Or spared the reproof that with blest control 

Might have turned from ruin an erring soul 1 

And do these memories sorrow shed 

When the hour to requite and repair hath fled 1 

Man mourns the vain hopes of his misspent prime. 
The lack of knowledge, the loss of time. 



92 VAIN REGRETS. 

The worshipped shrines of his spirit's trust 
Crushed and levelled in the dust ; 
Affection's fancies, Ambition's schemes, 
Proved but frail and fleeting dreams, 
And the truth of the preacher's words of woe — 
That all is vanity below. 
Then, in the gloom of his blighted pride. 
He turns his gaze to the darker side, 
Till this bright, fair earth loses half its light 
From the narrowed sphere of his jaundiced sight ; 
Forgetting the deathless mind may prove. 
As its powers to good or evil flow, 
A gulf of discord or home of love, 
A fount of joy or a stream of woe. 
Would man to man sweet mercy show 
In the many spheres of life below, 
Nor hate, revenge, nor envy be 
Cherished in thought or memory — 
The judgment mild and the tone sincere 
Would smoothe and brighten his pathway here. 
Not alone in deeds may kindness be ; 
Words, too, breathe sweetest charity. 
When their power deep eloquence can frame 
To shield a brother from wrong or blame. 
For, oh ! if there's aught in this world of blight 
That breathes of a land of love and light, 
'Tis those lips whose accents ever kind 
Speak peace and hope to the wounded mind, 
And the breast that bears not that fount of sin — 
A cold, unpitying heart within : 
These are the spirits whose sweetness shed 
Sunshine and flowers where'er they tread. 
Such memories truer fame bequeath 
Than the monarch's crown or the victor's wreath ; 
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For the world's applause fleets vainly by. 
But the blessfed deed will never die. 
Then, mortal, let thine actions be 
Such as may win that fame for thee — 
A life of mercy, hope, and faith, 
A calm and trusting bed of death, 
And a starry crown on that happier shore 
Where vain regrets are felt no more. 



MEBBY ENGLAND. 

ENGLAKD ! merry England ! 
Bright land of flowers and song, 
For sight of which in childhood's day 
My spirit yearned so long. 

Land of the warrior, bard, and sage, 

Home of the fair and free, 
Again with life's glad memories come 

Its early dreams of thee. 

And bright as fancy painted then 

I see thy valleys gay. 
Thy rustic sports, thy harvest homes, 

And lovely Queens of May. 

And* when it passed, that golden age, 
Far from the youthful throng, 

I mutely pondered o'er thy page 
Of glory and of song : 
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Of Alfred and of Edward's might, 
Of Milton's glorious dream ;, 

And him whose muse's wondrous light 
Gilded fair Avon's stream. 

Too soon life's joyous morning passed, 
Dark clouds came o'er its day — 

The loved ones watched o'er my youth 
In the cold churchyard lay. 

Homeless and lone, a wanderer then. 
On life's rough pathway cast. 

Fair England, on thy tranquil shore 
I sadly stood at last. 

When thou wast in thy summer dress, 
Thy garb of green and gold, 

And I in spirit weariness 
A woman sad and cold : 

When the gay laburnum's golden arms 
Clasp'd the young lilac trees. 

And song of joy, and laugh of mirth, 
Were borne upon the breeze : 

And chant of bird, and gush of stream, 
Blent in one joyous tune ; 

And bright as robe of Solomon 
Peeped up the flowers of June : 

Ay, fair wast thou, a pleasant land 
Of woods, and vales, and streams ; 

Yet not the merry England 
Oi childhood's early dreams. 
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Since then glad hours in thee I've spent, 

And lone and sad ones too ; 
And tones IVe heard the harsh and cold. 

And some the kind and true. 

I have felt the kindly sympathy 

Of friendship's social mood 
In city fair, or flowery path 

Of rural solitude. 

Have seen thy sunshine sports and mirth 

In May-day's golden prime, 
And joined the band around the hearth 

In merry Christmas time. 

But, oh ! could I have robbed the past 

Of half its sorrow wild. 
And called to join the poet's eye 

The glad heart of the child : 

How had I hailed thee, England, then, 

With more than childhood's glee. 
For joyous wast thou as of old — 

The change was but in me ! 
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RING, RING, SWEET BELLSf 

A Cabol for Chbishcas. 

*© ING, ring, sweet bells ! with joyous strain^ 

"^ For holy Christmas comes again ; 

It comes to bring to home and hearth 

Its love and comfort, hope and mirth. 

To tell of Him from whom doth flow 

All happiness we feel below. 

Ring, ring, sweet bells, from sea to sea. 

To hail the Christian jubilee ; 

King, ring, sweet bells, with rapturous chime^ 

To welcome holy Christmas time. 

King, ring, sweet bells ! with echoes meet, 

O'er town and country, vale and street ; 

Welcome it with the joyous strain 

By seraphs sung o'er Bethlehem's plain — 

Glory to God in Heaven above, 

And unto men sweet peace and love. 

Eing out, ring out, from shore to shore, 

The angel song of praise once more ; 

Eing, ring, sweet bells, with gladdening chimOy 

To welcome hallowed Christmas time. 

Eing, ring, sweet beUs ! for happy hearts 
The joy its dear old name imparts — 
The visions fair of home fires bright, 
Of mirth and music, love and light. 
Of festive cheer, 'mid household bands, 
Of welcoming smiles and clasping hands. 
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Ring out, ring out, as swiftly go 
The dancers 'neath the mistletoe ; 
Eing, ring, sweet bells, with merry chime, 
To welcome cheerful Christmas time. 



Eing, ring, sweet bells ! with cadence low, 
O'er spirits worn by pain or woe, 
O'er brows that ache with racking care, 
And hearts are chilled by dark despair ; 
Tell, tell of Him who felt our grief. 
And won poor sufferers blest relief. 
Ring low, ring low, with soothing tone. 
For memories sad of joys are flown ; 
Ring, ring, sweet bells, with softened chime. 
To welcome gentle Christmas time. 

Ring, ring, sweet beUs ! o*er hate and strife. 

And pride and sin of mortal life. 

O'er wrongs that bum, o'er crimes that blight. 

Ring the blest hopes of Gospel light ; 

Around the dying comfort shed, 

And breathe soft requiems o'er the dead. 

Ring, ring, sweet bells, with softened strain, 

O'er human woe and care and pain ; 

Ring, ring, sweet bells, with solemn chime, 

To welcome sadd'ning Christmas time. 

Ring, ring, sweet bells ! to heaven and earth 
Sound the proud tidings of His birth, 
To whom to-day glad praise and prayer 
Shall rise with reverence everywhere. 
From happy homes or flower-wreathed fanes. 
By land and sea, by cities, plains. 
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Ring, ring, glad bells, ring out the call 
Of hope and peace to each and all ; 
Ring, ring, sweet bells, the triumph chime 
That welcomes blessed Christmas time. 

Ring, ring, sweet bells ! ring soft above 
The homes and hearths of those we love j 
To their dear lives rich increase bring 
Of blessings from our Heavenly King. 
Oh ! joyful may they many a year 
Your silvery summons willing hear ; 
And may they, when eariih's cares are o*er, 
Be welcomed to the golden shore 
By chimes that tell of pardoned sin, 
Calling them with the Ransomed in, 
To dwell 'mid joy and love sublime 
Of heaven's eternal Christmas time. 




THE UNSEEN WATCHEB. 

OFT on the echoes of the balmy mom 
Cometh sweet memories of a spirit fled : 
A radiant seraph near the great white throne, 
A fair form sleeping 'mid the silent dead, 
A pale, meek saint, her earthly labours done. 
Her suffering o'er, her crown of glory won. 

Memories of one afar, yet ofttimes near. 
On earth, in heaven, a messenger of God ; 
A presence still to comfort and to cheer, 
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Aa when life's path she meekly, humbly trod ; 
As when on holy mercy's mission sweet 
She daily sped on glad unresting feet. 

Yes, ofttimes near, though seen or heard no more, 
Her gentle face, her voice so sweet and low, 
Unheard her noiseless footsteps on the floor, 
Unseen the glory on her radiant brow, 
And her pale hands in pleading raised above 
The earthly objects of her spirit love. 

The seraph daughter hovering round the hearth 
Where her bright beauty once like sunbeam fell ; 
The spirit wife, with comfort not of earth, 
Soothing the husband that she loved so well ; 
The angel mother, with celestial might. 
Watching above her darlings day and night ; 

The Christian friend and neighbour as before, 
Though all unseen, the mystic comfort shed ; 
The fair, bright form upon the mourner's floor, 
The pitying face bent o'er the sufferer's bed ; 
The unfelt fingers faithful watch that keep, 
To soothe the fevered eyelids into sleep. 

Ay ! one of God's blest unseen ministers 

Of love and comfort unto those shall be. 

Chastened through suffering, fitted to be heirs 

Of His bright crown of immortality, 

Is she who faded in her life's fair June — 

Is she " whose earthly sun went down at noon." 

Then mourn her not, ye faithful, loving ones, 
Who miss her presence in the household band ; 
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Oft to your spirits shall her spirit come, 

A sweet consoler from the unseen land ; 

Oft to those spirits hope and strength shall bring. 

From its blest lord, her Saviour and her King. 

Oh ! happy they who like her gladly do 
Their Master's will in works of peace and love, 
Leaving good deeds as landmarks fair and true. 
To point earth's pilgrims to the Home above ; 
And who, their duties done, their tasks complete. 
Lay down their crosses at that Master's feet. 




THE ORPHAN'S CHRISTMAS. 

I OTHER dear, you're weary, weary. 
Work no more but come to bed. 
And forget to-morrow's Christmas, 
And we've got no fire nor bread — 

And how rich old Jones, the landlord, 

Spoke so cruelly to-day, 
When you said you couldn't pay him, 

Ordering us to go away. 

And forget, too, how the Simpsons 

Were so happy all to-night. 
Talking of their feast to-morrow 

In their parlour warm and bright — 
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Talking of their Christinas presents, 

Christmas toys, and Christmas cake, 
And their pretty, pretty dresses. 

Till my heart was like to break — 

Thinking of my dear, dear father. 

And the kind words he did say. 
And what pretty things he gave us. 

When alive last Christmas day. 

Dear, dear mother, and I thought, too— 

A very wicked thought, I fear — 
I thought the God could not be loving 

That took away my father dear. 

Hush ! oh, don't speak so, my darling, 

God is loving, trust and pray, 
Gently to her little daughter 

Did that suffering mother say. 

« 

Then, through toil and want a-weary, 

Smiled to hide her anguish deep, 
And by the little maiden laid her 

On the lowly bed to sleep. 

And the blessed sleep brought to them 

Eest from pain of toil or scorn, 
ITiought of dear lost husband — father — 

Foodless, fireless Christmas morn. 

Hang sweet chimes from tower and steeple, 
As through the closed door, bright and still, 

Oan^e a holy, white-winged angel — 
Messenger of Heaven's goodwill — 
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Shed glad visions o'er their slumbers, 
Then on noiseless pinions swept 

To where their happier, wealthier neighbours 
Each their sleepless vigils kept. 

Sped to work its mission holy, 

Filled their hearts with feelings mild 

For the suffering and the lowly. 
For the widow and her child. 

Made Jones recall, with shame and pity, 
Memory of his words of scorn. 

And efface them by a sovereign. 
Kindly sent on Christmas mom. 

Made the Simpsons give them share, too. 
Of their good things through the day : 

Thus their loving Saviour helped them 
In His own good time and way. 




A CHRISTMAS WELCOME-1871. 

"ELCOME unto the nations all, 
0, holy Christmas time ! 
With all thy blessed memories. 
With all thy hopes sublime. 

Welcome, aye, welcome unto earth, 

Thy glorious Advent still. 
Thou messenger of Heaven's sweet peace, 

And mercy and goodwill. 
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AVelcome unto our weary hearts, 

Amid life's toils and care, 
Thy holy joy, thy harmless mirth, 

Thy hours of praise and prayer. 

Glad herald of the eternal years, 

ITow to our spirits bring 
Kich gifts from the celestial spheres, 

Where dwells our heavenly King. 

Bring His rich grace to crown our lives, 

While here we pilgrims stray ; 
Bfis strength to bear our crosses well 

Along our toilsome way : 

And His sweet love around our hearts. 

Its softening cords to weave. 
That we may joy with those who joy, 

And grieve with those who grieve. 

Bring to our souls His chastening grief 

Of holy penitence ; 
And to our homes His blest relief 

From woe and pestilence : 

And to our minds His guileless truth 

And meek humility. 
Our Hves from sin of scornful pride 

And falsehood mean to flee : 

And to our spirits mercy mild, 

That mercy we may show. 
By being kind in word and deed 

To all we meet below. 
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Peace, plenty, health, and concord bring 
To every land and clime — 

Kich gifts from thy all-glorious King, 
O ! holy Christmas time. 



THE CHRISTMAS CHIMES. 

Chbistmas 1873. 

IHIME, chime, glad bells ! with echoes gently breathing. 
Wake our worn hearts to hail as well we may, 
While willing hands with flowers each shrine is wreathing, 
The blessed power of holy Christmas day. 

O'er earthly toil and strife and pain and sadness. 

Chime, chime, sweet bells ! ring in the hallowed mom — 

That herald mom of heavenly hope and gladness — 
On which our Saviour and our King was bom. 

Chime, chime, sweet bells ! awake strange memories olden 
Of the true Christmas joy — ^the love, the praise, 

The warm, kind feelings which thy promise golden 
Woke in each Christian heart in bygone days. 

Chime, rapturous chime ! with silvery echoes pealing, 

Our spirits lighten with your glad refrain ; 
With Bethlehem's angel-hymn wake human feeling. 

Call its sweet power to hearts of men again. 
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Chime, hopeful chime ! with Christmas peace and blessing 
To those who here as mourning sufferers dwell ; 

Whisper that patient they, their souls possessing, 
May find the AU-Wise hath ordered all things welL 

Chime, gently chime ! wake thoughts the kind and holy, 
That from the shrine, the home, and crowded street, 

To the dim haunts of want and sorrow lowly, 
May hasten helping hands and willing feet. 

Chime, kindly chime ! with rapt'rous peal approving. 
O'er peaceful scenes of harmless mirth and joy; 

With sweeter, tenderer memories crown the loving. 
And call glad rays of hope to sorrow's eye. 

And may your glad peals, ever joyous ringing. 

On the nations fall each Christmas mom and even ; 

With warmest concord countless thousands bringing 
To hail the birthday of the King of Heaven. 




CHBISTMAS— 1874. 

comes ! it comes ! with cheering thoughts of gladness- 
The glorious day that earth hath hailed so long. 
The day whose hope hath balm for human sadness. 
The day whose joy woke Bethlehem's angel-song, 
The day when heart and home and flower-wreathed slirine 
Should yield glad tribute to their Lord Divine. 

G 
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It comes ! it comes ! o*er life's care, toil, and sorrow 
To breathe sweet memories of the Heavenly Child — 

He who our weakness with our frame did borrow, 
And man became, and with us walked and toiled 

And cared and grieved and died, that He might be 

Priest, Friend, and Judge of poor humanity. 

It comes ! it comes ! to wake sweet Christian feelings 
In all the homes and all the lands of earth ; 

To soften human hearts by kind revealings 
Of human love or woe or joy or mirth. 

Through love of Him for us a child was born — 

Herald of Peace to men on Christmas mom. 

It comes ! it comes ! its pleasing memories bringing 
Of bygone times of Christmas joy and glee. 

When happy thousands hailed its glad bells ringing 
Their morning hymn of Heaven's sweet charity ; 

And hearts and lips echoed proud strains of praise 

In grateful honour of the Day of days. 

It Cometh now ! with dreams of kind home-greeting, 
Of festal light and warmth in cot and haU, 

Of friends with friends in social converse meeting. 
Of mirth's loud laughter, and sweet music's call. 

And clasping hands, and feet that swiftly go 

In the glad dance beneath the mistletoe. 

It comes ! it comes ! with pitying thoughts and tender 
For those who woe or want or pain endure. 

Bidding the happy 'mid their joy remember 
To help with willing hand the suffering poor, 

And of their good things goodly share impart 

To cheer the needy home or mourning heart. 
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It comes ! it comes ! to shed its power brightening 

Alike o'er life's fair scenes or paths of pain ; 
Oh 1 may that power, its cares and crosses lightening, 

Lift up in hope each drooping head again : 
Bless aU we love with strength to meet each day 
As joyous landmarks on their heavenward way. 

And when it comes, and homes and shrines are wreathed 

With festal flowers hy gentle, willing hands. 
And with sweet concord prayers and praise are breathed 

In crowded churches or in household bands, 
May Christmas love and blessings richly fall — 
Its Lord's best gifts — on hearts of each and alL 




LOCHEE PABSONAGE BAZAAR. 

Held at Dundee, 4th, 5th, and 6th November 1875. 

ITH smiles and tones of friendly cheer 
To soothe and brighten sorrow's hour, 
In memory of a friend most dear, 
And of a mind whose gentle power, 
And loving grace and tenderness. 
Were ever wont to cheer and bless — 
Dear friends, we call you here to-day, 
With kindly hearts and hands to pay 
A visit to our wondrous mart, 
To view our various works of art, 
And purchase what of good or fair 
Or useful may attract you there ; 
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And by so doing give jonr meed 
Of foitlieiance to the last kind deed 
Suggested, sanctioned, and approved 
By a prelate honoured and beloved — 
By one whose name long, long shall be 
A sweet and hallowed memory : 
One whose warm heart, were he still here, 
Would ever feel the work most dear 
That promised comfort sweet to shed 
Around a brother's home or head. 
Then let us trust the labours meet 
Of skilful brains or fingers fleet 
May, through his gentle influence, still 
Work out the purpose of his will, 
By winning from your hearts and hands 
The sum that purpose good demands ; 
Thai so a parsonage bright and fair, 
UnburdenM by debt or care, 
And graced by comforts pleasantly, 
May through your kindness given be 
To a good man and his family. 
Alas ! were not our hearts so sad, 
How willing had we been and glad 
To tell you of the proud display 
Of treasures bright and rich and gay 
That gracefully adorn our walls. 
Or tempt the gazer on our stalls. 
Glad, too, to tell you of what fair, 
High-born, and gifted ones are there, 
Of young and old our cause to aid : 
The handsome matron, blooming maid, 
And blushing girl with gentle grace. 
Each kindly serving in her place- 
Serving with smiles, though sad within, 
To think that from a world of sin 
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A friend and guide so lately sped — 

A ministering spirit fled. 

Dear friends, had it been otherwise, 

Gladly had we the mysteries 

Of this our fancy fair made known, 

And much of its veiled wonders shown ; 

Had told of ornaments of grace, 

In shape of trinkets, dresses, lace, 

Flowers, ribbons, gloves, perfumery. 

Worsted and bead work, jewellery, 

And pretty nick-nacks, dolls, and toys. 

That well might dazzle youthful eyes 

In drawing-rooms or nurseries. 

Aye, more than this : attention ask 

For many a kindly artist's task 

In pictures, photos, texts, or scroll. 

That charm the eye or cheer the souL 

But chief of all for portraits dear 

Of a loved face no longer here : 

A form that walks with us no more, 

But now upon the heavenly shore 

May with bright spirit smile approve 

The friendly offerings of your love. 

Yes ! these, dear friends, were he not gone, 

"Would pleasant be to dwell upon ; 

And pleasant, too, the offerings rare, 

For love of him from everywhere : 

In music, books, and precious things, 

Fit for the palaces of kings. 

That here and there sad proof impart 

How dear he was to every heart ; 

Rich furniture might well be seen 

In bower of duchess or of queen ; 

Sweet instruments of music rare, 

And birds with plumage strangely fair ; 
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But chief, the wondrous nightingale 

Sad Philomel, with plaintive wail — 

That bird whose tender touching song 

Can echo tireless all night long : 

On these and other gifts as well. 

Kind freewill offerings, we might dwell ; 

Each freely offered at a price 

Shall prove us free from avarice 

Or selfish greed — aye, prove that we 

Can smile at sneer of beggary. 

As far as our bazaar's concerned. 

This much we know, have felt, and learned, 

For willing, freely given were all 

The treasures offered on each stall, 

By feeling hearts for purpose good. 

Through warm esteem or gratitude. 

For one whose home's with angels now, 

And one who seeks a home below. 

Come then, dear friends, with kindly cheer 

Of sympathy to help us here ; 

Join to fulfil the friendly deed, 

Eand hearts of every class and creed ; 

Come with kind looks and pleasant smiles 

To cheer and help us through our toils ; 

Come to enjoy sweet music's strain, 

You whose glad hearts are free from pain. 

And you your sympathy to show 

Whose chastened ones have ached with woe ; 

And you the happy ones of earth 

Who seek the flowery paths of mirth — 

Gome with your light and joyous tones 

To cheer the gloom of graver ones. 

Come each, come all, for here you'll find 

Something congenial to your mind ; 



ROSSIE PRIOR T BAZAAR. Ill 

Come with warm feelings frank and free, 
And friendly liberality ; 
And by your kind assistance prove 
Your grateful memory, Christian love, 
For those below and those above. 



LINES SUGGESTED BY THE INCHTUBE MUSICAL 

ASSOCIATION BAZAAB. 

Held at Rossib Pbiobt, 26th and 27th June 1874. 

JaASTE 1 haste ! to mark our proud display, 
•^ Brave gentlemen and ladies gay 1 
From cot and hall, from hearth and home. 
To view our marvels speedy come ; 
From crowded train and well-packed car, 
Haste ! haste ! to grace our grand bazaar. 
And view, 'mid scenes Arcadian fair, 
A sight you won't see everywhere — 
A spot where with or without money 
You're sure at least of milk and — Honey ; 
A spot where kindly tones and smiles 
Shall well repay you for your toils : 
A fairy bower it is — a mart 
• Of gems of nature and of art- 
Wonders of every race and clime. 
From latest days till oldest time ; 
From mummy grim from pyramid, 
And fossils for long centuries hid 

In earth or ocean's dark recess, ^^ 

To dolls in Fashion's latest dress ; ^^ 
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From sad mementoes of the fire 

That Vhelmed Pompeii in ruin dire, 

To the prettiest trifles ever graced 

Fair beauty's form or bower of taste. 

Ay, much that's wondrous, rare, and strange 

Of earth's inhabitants and change — 

Change from the mightiest to the least, 

Of years and clime on man and beast : 

And fish and fowls, and reptiles, too, 

Are here, free offered to your view : 

From relics of those monsters dread. 

Once shook earth's forests by their tread. 

In days before the Pharaohs reigned, 

Or Joseph ruled, or Israel gained 

Honour through Jesse's minstrel son. 

Or wisdom of her Solomon — 

To useful creatures, formed to cheer, 

Support, and nourish us whHe her&— 

Creatures that shall be prized, I ween. 

As prizes should be, when they're seen. 

A milky mother of the kine ; 

A good fat pig— the gem of swine ; 

A baby-cow — nay, do not laugh — 

We trust 'twill prove a golden calf ! 

Nor is this all, for Science here 

In varied aspects shall appear. 

Of useful, terrible, or fair, 

Of each we'll show a goodly share ; 

We'll show — none better can than we — 

Wonders of electricity. 

Photography and printing, too. 

Shall all be open to your view. 

The wondrous press its part shall play, 

To swell the attractions of the day — 
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The mighty press, to which we owe 

So much of good, its power shall show 

By throwing off this simple rhyme 

In honour of the happy time, 

Wishing good health, goodwill, and cheer 

Of happiness to all come here — 

To breathe the pure, sweet country air. 

And purchase nick-nacks strange and rare 

At this our famous Fancy Fair. 

Come, then, kind Mends, and let your names 

And purses help our cheerful games 

And lotteries, for they may be 

Sources of health and wealth, you see. 

Take the best medicine for care — 

A run and leap in the pure fresh air — 

And spend, though it be your last half-crown, 

In knocking poor Aunt Sally down. 

And now for what will have true power 

To lure you to our fairy bower — 

A fairy bower, 'mid flowers and trees. 

Soft fannM by the summer breeze. 

Where all can please the sense and taste 

In tents and stalls, by garlands graced. 

Shall tempt you, by their beauty bright. 

To linger on from mom till night ; 

Where fairest forms, in fairest dress. 

Shall charm you by their loveliness 

Of smiles and speech and radiant eyes 

To make the paltry sacrifice 

Of a few coins, that you may be 

A sharer in the lottery ; 

That, through your luck, to you may come 

Piano or harmonium. 

Or splendid fire-screen, handsome chair 

Of needlework, hy fingers fair, 



( 
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Or cow, or calf, or grumphy fat. 

Or shawl, or bed-quilt, this or that, 

Or babies' frocks, or toys, or dolls, 

Or pictures pretty for your walls, 

Or anything, whate'er your rank, 

That fate may give you — ^but a blank. 

A blank might make you look a dummy, 

Or, worse by far, that grim old mummy. 

Well, never mind, but bravely bear 

Whatever of loss comes to your share. 

And martyr-like, with patient smile. 

Submit to beauty's magic wile. 

And storm not, though you may be sold 

By young, or elderly, or old ; 

Remember, in a Fancy Fair, 

To cheat's a woman's chiefest care ; 

She ever fancies, 'mid such scenes. 

The end should sanctify the means. 

So being thus beyond the laws 

Of grave, old judges, and her cause — 

A cause so sweet — why, then, you must 

And will be generous, we trust. 

Come, then, dear friends, with us to share 

The pleasures of our Fancy Fair ; 

Come, young and old, come, each and all, 

With hearts responsive to our call — 

To join the amusements or the games 

Most suited to your years or frames. 

Remembering you do so to aid 

The cause of Music, heavenly maid : 

" Music, in classic Greece that aung. 

And echoed Tempe's vales among." 

Hoping the goddess fair may meet 

In humbler boweis a calm retreat, 
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And breathe her strains, so rich and pure, 

In homes and vales of sweet Inchture — 

That all who hear her magic song 

May o'er its memories linger long, 

And think with grateful thought and prayer 

Of the Baron brave and Lady fair, 

Whose generous spirits, helpful stiU 

In all of good, with true goodwill 

Have granted us their grounds so fair, 

And liberty to meet you there. 

And aided well our cares and toils 

To win your patronage and smiles, 

As well as labours to secure 

To sons and daughters of Inchture 

A pleasure true that palleth never — 

A beauty and a joy for ever — 

Sweet music's charm to soothe and cheer 

The mind and heart through raptured ear. 

For this, and kindness through the past — 

Of benefits whose good shall last — 

May we, 'midst pleasures of this day, 

With grateful spirits fervent pray 

That long in life and health be spared 

The Lord and Lady of Elinnaird. 



116 MINNIE, DAISY, AND TASMANIA— 



MINNIE, DAISY, AND TASMANIA: 

Thbek Favousite Tebbiebs. 

MINNIE. 

•©EETTY Minnie, doggie rare, 
•r' With thy creamy, flowing hair, 
And thine eyes so bright and kind 
Ahnost hid that hair behind. 
Frisky Minnie, all the day 
Tireless, restless in thy play, 
Eushing in and rushing out, 
Knocking everything about — 
Mats, rugs, and slippers in thy glee — 
Tecffing most mischievously. 
At the gate wild welcome now 
Giving with thy glad bow-wow, 
Or along the emerald mead, 
Where the fleecy flock doth feed, 
Flying like a snowy ball, 
Scaring sheep and crows and all. 
Pawky Minnie, now so mild, 
Now again so pert and wild, 
Now beside the household board, 
With its wholesome dainties stored. 
Mutely pleading well thy cause, 
With upright form and upraised paws ; 
Next moment waging in delight. 
With puss or poll a mimic fight. 
Till thy freaks of mischief bold 
Win for thee a hearty scold 
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From master or from mistress dear, 

That wakes in thee pretence of fear, 

But calls from poor old mammy Floe 

Grave look or growl of parent woe. 

Joyous Minnie, happy pet, 

"With buoyant heart unchastened yet, 

And so full of love for all 

Who honour thee hy friendly call — 

Take enjoyment while you may 

In your pretty, harmless play. 

For ah ! poor Minnie, youth is brief. 

And even to doggies age brings grief ; 

So now, in young life's morning light. 

Think but of its pleasures bright ; 

The glad, fair home where mammy Floe 

And you such days of comfort know. 

And the kind friends who, while you live, 

If spared, will food and shelter give 

To each — and truly thankful be 

Such happy lot was given thee. 



DAISY. 

|AISY, gentlest dog in town, 

"With thy coat of darkest brown, 
Thinning somewhat now with age. 
Faithful Daisy, kind and sage : 
Daisy with the graceful head, 
Telling of a race high-bred ; 
Flower of doggies, as thy name 
Would for thee the merit claim. 
And if heart the loving, true. 
Temper good, obedience due 
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To thy mistress loved and kind, 
Should for thee that honour find, 
Well might'st thou for dame of earl 
Be honoured pet, my sable pearl. 
My dark-hrown Daisy, thou the flower 
Of all thy race in weary hour 
Of sadness or perplexity 
For showing heartfelt sympathy. 
By coaxing fawn or pitying whine. 
Or kiss of that soft tongue of thine — 
A tongue to falsehood dark unknown, 
And ever tuned to friendly tone 
Of joyous hark whene'er the door 
Opens to well-known visitor, 
Or mournful one of griefs display 
Whene'er they rise to go away. 
True-hearted Daisy, as we go 
Along our weary paths helow. 
Sweet would it be for aye to find 
Our friends as faithful, fond, and kind 
As thou, and still our welcome be 
Sincere as that is given by thee. 



TASMANIA, OR TASS. 

^ASS, the latest of the three. 
Prince of pets, I come to thee : 
Tass so brave, so fond, so true. 
So faithful where thy love is due ; 
Of thy young masters each and all 
So ready to obey the call ; 
So ever ready to obey. 
Willing as slave, the gentle sway 
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Of thy young mistress, fair and kind. 
All 1 where could doggie ever find 
More loving ruler, or more dear, 
Than she whose name I sing of here — 
Violet — sweet name of modest flower. 
Most loved and prized in poet's bower 1 

Tassy, 'twould take long time to tell 

Of all the tricks thou doest well ; 

How thou canst, in thy clever way, 

Charm thy young guardians through the day, 

By fetching, carrying to and fro 

Whatever they from their hands do throw ; 

By ^©ggiiig at the social board 

What they are willing to afford 

Of dainties for thy dainty maw. 

With face demure and upraised paw ; 

Or acting watch-dog valorously 

When aught suspicious-like you see 

In any uncouth, ragged lout, 

Lurking the house or grounds about ; 

Or game protector, when a cat 

Or some fierce, prowling, hungry rat 

Lays claw on rabbit, partridge, dove. 

Belonging to the friends you love. 

Tassy, prized pet alike of all 

Li lowly home or lordly haU ; 

Dog of rough coat but kindly heart, 

A true physiognomist thou art, 

For who so quick as thou to trace 

A kindly look in stranger's face, 

And show by tokens of delight 

That thou canst friendships form at sight % 
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Tassy, who, though in favour rare 
With baron and with lady fair, 
Housed, petted, fed in mansion proud— ^ 
A dog above the vulgar crowd 
Of canine race — yet can enjoy 
A race with chubby cottage boy — 
Or girl through woodland, vale, or park, 
If known to thee, with merry bark 
And joyous growl as cheerfully 
As with scion of nobility. 

Faithful Tassy, may there be 
Store of happy days for thee, 
Ere the pains and woes of age 
Make thee feeble, cross, and sage, 
Sad of heart and sad of brow. 
All unlike the dog thou'rt now. 



A BAPTISMAL WISH. 

^ LOWERS and music, joy and Hght, 

I Are around thee, baby bright ; 
Loving hearts thy presence bless. 
Loving lips thy cheek caress, 
Loving eyes, with gentle care. 
Watch and greet thee everywhere. 
Sunshine fair of earth and heaven 
Seem to thy young spirit given ; 
O'er thy pure and sinless brow 
Life is dawning sweetly now. 
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So may love its radiance cast 

O'er thy path while life shall last, 

And kind Heaven on thee bestow 

All of good can be below. 

May it give, sweet babe, to thee, 

Long years from pain and sorrow free, 

And grant thee gifts of truer worth 

Than rank or gold or power of earth — 

Those nobler gifts in which we see 

Stamp of the sonl's nobility — 

Grace of person, manner, mind. 

Truth, tenderness, and wisdom joined ; 

A spirit where the virtues blend 

"Which form true Christian and true friend 

And a kind human heart to feel 

Sweet sympathy in woe or weal 

With all who are thy neighbours here, 

Or come within thy given sphere 

Of neighbourhood, whatever it be. 

Of kindred faith or charity ; 

A good, brave heart, to strive and bear. 

Through life's fierce battles or its care. 

Lightened by knowledge from above. 

And warmed by the sunbeam — Love. 

Yes ! ever thus through life's swift hours 
May its bright sunshine and its flowers 
Outnumber far its storms to thee, 
And crown thee with prosperity. 
Still may thy friends be firm and true, 
Thine enemies be weak and few, 
And all thy mortal labours here 
Form landmarks in some future year 
Of an earth-pilgrimage well spent 
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In noble deeds and high intent ; 
Good deeds, kind Christian deeds — the fame 
Of which shall linger round thy name, 
And shed their sweet and hallowing grace 
Long o'er thy memory, name, and race. 

Thus blessM be thy lot, bright boy, 

"With Heaven's high hope and earth's true joy ; 

And Faith and Love be ever found 

Guardians thy life-long path around — 

Guardians to watch thee evermore. 

And guide to Zion's golden shore, 

To dwell in its unfading bowers 

'Mid ceaseless music, song, and flowers. 

May this my prayer answered be 

In life, in death, sweet babe, for thee ! 




A BIRTHDAY WISH. 

Pbesbnted to a Young Friend, with a Volume of Poems 

EAE youth, may this thy birthday prove 
A happy one for thee ; 
A herald glad of joy and love 
In many more to be. 

And while the friends who love thee well 

Their presents give and praise. 
Accept this offering made by one 

Thou'st known from childhood's days. 
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If that I could liave given thee more 

My friendship had been shown 
In goodly gifts, but I, alas ! 

No golden treasure own. 

Eut what I have I give to thee. 

Whom I have valued long — 
The blessing of a poet's heart, 

A poet's gift of song ; 

A poet's wish of earthly good, 

Health and prosperity, 
A happy home and faithful friends, 

And one to love but thee ; 

And strength to work with willing hand, 

And freedom sweet from care. 
And well-won meed of proud success 

To cheer thee everywhere ; 

And the warm, true heart thou bearest now. 

And hast from childhood shown ; 
The guileless mind and candid brow 

To bear thee safely on ; 

And Heaven's blessing and goodwill 

Thy life's safeguard to be 
Here and hereafter — this, dear youth. 

Is my birthday wish for thee. 
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EARLY DAYS. 

^HEY come, they come, they come 
Across my heart and brain ; 
The happy hours of childhood's days 
Eush to my mind again. 

The joyous, youthful throng, 

The laugh, the merry call, 
The game, the dance, the song, 

Oh ! I remember alL 

Earth then seemed fairer far, 
Unclouded were its skies ; 

Each flower shone a star, 
Each vale a paradise. 

How merrily I rov'd 

The woodland paths among, 
Where 'midst the beech tree's boughs 

The thrush and linnet sung. 

To wreathe the blue, wild flowers 
To deck my youthful brow j 

Oh ! happy, peaceful hours, 
I bless your memory now. 

How sweetly then did evening close 
In radiance calm and fair ; 

And brightly morning's sun arose, 
That brought no pang of care. 
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Though sorrow's blighting cloud hath set 

Its shadows in thy breast, 
Come, gentle dreams, your memories yet 

Can soothe its woes to rest. 




THE KING-CUP. 

^HERE grows a flower, an humble flower, 
Through summer's shining day ; 
It hath no place in monarch's bower, 
!No theme in minstrel's lay. 

Its simple charms each vale illume. 

Yet oft unmarked they lie 
O'erlooked amid the rosy bloom 

And glory of July. 

And yet this flower of lowly birth, 

XJnnotic'd though it be, 
Was sent with heaven's smile, earth ! 

A golden gift to thee. 

Its sunny blossoms o'er each lea 

With gentle grace appear. 
What time the green leaves clothe the tree. 

And bright flowers crown the year. 

With love and light o'er hill and plain 

Its yellow petals wave ; 
It gilds the glad young wanderer's path, 

And weary pilgrim's grave. 
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And borders streams where violets woepy 
And the wHd rose glows in pride, 

While the pale ting'd daisy npward peeps. 
Like a sister by its side. 

! hallowed with those memories — 

The purest and the best — 
Sweet dreams of earlier, happier days 

Ere sorrow chilled the breast — 

Shall thy bright blossoms, floweret fair. 

Remembered be for aye % 
The crowns, the golll, the sunshine rare 

Of young life's early day. 

Long with the dreams of those sweet houn 
Thy memory shall prevail — 

Kind nature's humblest, simplest flower — 
The King-Cup of the vale. 



TO THE NIGHT BREEZE. 

.OME gently, thou night breeze. 
And float o'er my brow ; 
I come with thy magic, 
Thy melody now. 

Come with each soft beam, 

Come with each tone, 
Of glances long dimmed, 

And voices long gone. 
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Come sadly, thou night breeze. 

And Iffing to my ear 
Some strain that in childhood 

I lov^d to hear. 

The bright hopes that cheer'd mo. 

Though fruitless and Tain, 
! when shall my heart 

Feel their rapture again 1 

Come wildly, thou night breesa, 

Come with thy gloom ; 
Come, spirit of sadness, 

Come, voice of the tomb. 

Enraptured my ear drinks 

Thy melody's fall ; 
For thy music, ! night breeze. 

Is deeper than alL 



I'LL THIKE ON THEE. 

''LL think on thee when the evening star 
Sheds its bright rays from afar ; 
When the moonbeams calm and still 
Oild the lake, the vale, the hill, 
I'll think on thee. 

The thought of thy mild eyes shall be 
Sweeter than the vesper star to me ; 
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The pallid beauty of thy brow 
More radiant than the moonbeam's glow, 
Ah ! thou shalt be. 

A ray of hope, a beam of light, 
A dream of bliss to fancy's sight ; 
An idol shrined in memory's cell, 
Treasui'd and hallow'd there to dwell 
Eternally. 

Forms fairer far, and eyes more clear, 
I yet may see : but oh ! as dear 
As thou hast been unto my heart. 
Though we but met, and met to part, 
None e'er can be. 




THE FLOWER OF THE DESERT. 

'he burning son of Arabia's sky 
Shone down fierce and luridly 
O'er the rocks and shining sand 
Of its parched and desert land : 

When, with sinking heart and frame. 

Trembling steps, and aching eye, 
A faint and thirsting traveller came 

On his lone way wearily. 

" 0, I am lost !" the wanderer cried. 
For even hope in his breast had died : 
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" I will not — I cannot go further on, 

My soul is sad, and my strength is gone ; 

Weary, weary, I've sought in vain 

For water o'er this boundless plain, 

'Neath the hot sunshine's stifling breath, 

And the burning thirst that must end in death. 

Light of my eyes, farewell ! 'tis o'er ; 

Our joys are past, we meet no more !" 

With parched lips and dark'ning eye 

He hath laid him down to die ; 

Yet still 'mid his spirit's woe would come 

Sweet visions of his distant home, 

With its long, green vales, and streams that lave 

Bright beauteous flowers with their crystal wave ; 

Its dark, palm groves with their rich perfume. 

And its olive trees with their verdant bloom ; 

Its balmy breeze, and its cloudless skies 

Lit with the hues of paradise ; 

And his peaceful bower, where, sad and lone, 

Sat his soul's star — ^his beauteous one — 

She so gentle, so passing fair, 

With sylph-like form and raven hair, 

And long, dark eyes, that tears shall dim. 

Watching weary in vain for him. 

And oh ! 'twas sad from those scenes of joy 

In that trackless desert alone to die, 

To languish in burning thirst away. 

The greedy vulture's hapless prey. 

! for some crystal stream to lave 

His scorching lips in its cooling wave ; 

More precious, more priceless one draught would be 

Than thy gems and treasures, rich Araby. 
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With paling cheek and flattering bieath 
He lieth now 'twixt life and death. 

Yet even in that awful hour, 

When fainting sank his drooping framfii 

Strange fancies with sweet soothing power 
Over his broken si ambers came, 

As if each earthly chain was gone, 

And the spirit liv'd and lov'd alone. 

He wandered through his country's bowers. 
He heard its song, he breathed its flowers, 

He saw and drank of its crystal rills. 
And bounded with steps that lightly feU 
As the airy tread of the wild gazelle. 

Joyful over its sunny hills. 

But sweeter minstrelsy he heard 

Than the murmur of stream or the song of bird ; 

He heard young singers, whose joyous glee 

Thrilled in some olden melody ; 

And one upon his ear doth fall. 

Dearer, deeper than them all : 

TTwas his Zoe's voice, like the plaintive dove, 

Wailing for him — ^her absent love — 

Calling in tones that seem'd to mourn 

On her lost one to return. 

Wildly he started and gazed around, 
For it seemed as if the neighbouring air 

Had caught that voice's silvery sound, 

And its music breath'd and lingered there. 

And i can Azib think to part 

From her beaming smile and her constant beirtt 
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No ! for hope witli that vision came, 
And joy invigorates his frame ; 
The burning heat of the day had gone, 
And the cool night breeze came gently on 
The breeze that Allah in mercy gave, 
Or that lonely spot had been his grave. 
And now again he doth lonely roam, 
Cheer'd by that dream of love and home ; 
Nor wander'd he far when his raptnr'd eye 
Beheld a sight that thrilled with joy — 
An oasis 'mid the sandy waste 
Greets his aching gaze at last. 
Shining green and beauteously, 
Like a fairy isle in a boundless sea. 
And blooming there as fair a flower 
As ever shone in Sultana*s bower, 
Star-like glowing amid the gloom, 
Scenting the air with its rich perfume, 
! sweet and hallowed was the power 
Its gentle presence did express ; 
Twas life's hope-beacon in danger's hour — 
A star to cheer, to light, and bless 
That blossom of the wilderness. 

Joyful Azib linger'd there, 

Wherefore, he breathed, should I despair t 

For there must be, lovely flower, said he. 

Some hidden stream to nourish thee. 

He search'd the creeping plants among 

That near in wreathing verdure clung. 

And found, where 'neath them sheltered lay 

A fountain cool and clear as day. 

As if some spirit from paradise 

Had lit amid that desert's gloom, 
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And "bade that crystal spring arise, 
And that bright flower breathe and bloom, 
And deck'd them round with verdure fair 
To guide the thirsty wanderer there. 

He hath laid him down to rest 

On that green spot's verdant breast j 

By its waters freed from pain, 

Cheer'd by hope's sweet light again. 

Sweetly he slept for many an hour 

By the hidden fountain and waving flower ; 

And the stars shone down like lamps of love 

The lonely sleeper's couch above ; 

And the sighing midnight breeze, 

With its spirit melodies. 

Over his dreaming ear doth come, 

Like dear tones of love and home. 

Morning came, and with its ray 
Azib sought his homeward way ; 
Gladly onward doth he press, 
Cheer'd with thoughts of happiness, 
Till the dreary desert's passed. 
And upon his joyous eyes 
Shines his native plains at last 
Bright as dream of paradise. 

Droop not then, mourner, 'neath tho blight 

Of dark sorrow's chilling night : 

Though cold and cheerless seem the world, 

Desert-like and stern to thee : 

Though thou hast from joy been hurl'd 

To the depths of misery : 

Though each cherish'd dream thy heart 

Fondly hoped would ne'er depart, 
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Vanished and left thee there 
I^ought hut silence and despair : 
Though thy dearest trust and faith 
Met with hlight or change or death — 
Fear not, 'mid thy desert gloom 
Yet some flower of hope may hloom, 
Shining o'er thy spirit's waste, 
Guiding thee to peace at last ; 
Pointing thy despairing eye 
To some hidden fount of joy. 
Hope, thou, sad one, hope may he 
Tet the dearest flower to thee ! 



THE DREAM OF HEAVEN. 

^ MOTHER watched o'er her dying hoy, 

</*" Who, with pallid lip and hoUow eye. 

Calmly sleeping hef ore her lay. 

Like a flow'ret drooping to decay ; 

And many a heart-distiU^d tear 

Fell on his cheek so pale and dear ; 

And hitter pangs of silent woe 

Came, with the shades of its changing glow. 

Across the chords of her yearning heart. 

Loth from her lovfed one to part. 

He woke 1 
His tremhling voice the silence hroke — 
** Mother," he said, and grasped her hand, 
^' I dreamt I was in a glorious land, 
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With a son more bright and a sky more clear 

Than ever shone o'er our valleys here ; 

And trees and flowers of lovelier hoA 

Than ever in our garden grew ; 

And I felt not there the burning brow, 

I^or the pain that racks my bosom now. 

But oh ! the blest and joyful band 

That led me through that lovely land, 

That fadeless flowers around me shed, 

And crowned with a shining crown my head, 

"With gems more dazzling to behold 

Than the burning stars or the glittering gold— 

Dsizzling in the light of Him 

Before whose brow the sun looks dim. 

And I saw my sister Mary there, 

And Emma and Jane, with their golden hair 

Wreath'd with roses more white and gay 

Than Lucy wore on her bridal day, 

Ere she went with the stranger far away. 

" And they spoke to me 

With voices so full of melody 

That the song which lull'd me at eve to sleep, 

From your lips so low and sweet and deep. 

The merry chimes of the village bells. 

Or the wildest notes the organ swells, 

Are harsh to the strains that silvery rung 

Of the words they breath'd and the hymns they sung. 

" They bade me leave a land of woe, 

The sins and sorrows of earth below. 

And dwell with them in their glorious bowers, 

'Mid ceaseless music and shining flowers, 

And I never more should feel grief nor pain, 

And I said I would soon return again. 
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" Mother, IVe happy been with thee, 

For oh ! how kind hast thou been to me \ 

You've led me through the woodland bowers. 

And gathered for me the blue wild flowers ; 

You've sung me at eve your holiest hymn. 

Till the stars shone out when the day grew dim, 

Then laid me down in my little bed, 

And whisper'd prayers o'er my head 

To Him, the Lord of light and love, 

To guard and watch me from above. 

" Yet all those hours of peace and mirth. 

And all the bKss I have felt on earth, 

And all the love I have to thee bore — 

And who, dear mother, could love thee more 1 — 

Are cold to the feelings of rapturous joy 

In that vision of a world on high : 

0, that it were reality ! 

And thou could'st share its bliss with me. 

I wish my head were free from pain 

To sleep, and dream it o'er again." 

The mother wept : for well knew she 
The dream would realizM be ; 
She knew the ray of his dark, bright eye 
Was a beam enkindled from on high ; 
That the seal was on his fair, wide brow — 
And must she yield her darling now 1 

She had seen them languish and depart — 

The gems, the treasures of her heart — 

He, of her youth the hope and shield. 

Fell fighting on the battle field ; 

Three in the village churchyard lay. 

Two died in distant lands away ; ^^T 
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And he, her pride, her beauteous one — 
The widowed mother's only son — 
Her latest hope, will soon have pass'd : 
She must yield the dearest and the last. 

A few short hours, and then the hue 
Of his pallid cheek more livid grew ; 
But a calm and sweetly pleasing smile 
Play'd on his pale, thin lips the while ; 
And his parting gaze more language bore 
Than aU his words had breathed before ; 
But fainter, fainter, shone its ray : 
So sinks the light of expiring day 
Before night's shadows, away ! away I 

Soft his drooping eyelids close 
In a long, a last repose ; 
Sweet as shuts the blue, wild flower 
Its bright eye in evening hour ; 
Sad as music's gentlest wail 
Dying on the distant gale. 
Pain or sorrow left no trace 
On that young and placid face ; 
Why should earthly mourner weep 
O'er that pure and holy sleep 1 
Sleep to those blest spirits given, 
Who shall dream the dream of heaven. 
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THE OBiam OF THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

[Y a deep and winding river, 
On a mossy bank there grew 
A little star-like flower 
Of brightest, deepest blue. 

In the warmth of summer hours 

It reared its fragile stem ; 
Twas long unnamed in lovers' bowers, 

And bore no charms for them. 

Yet oft the village maiden 

Would its silken buds unfold. 
And gaze upon its azure cup 

And little heart of gold ; 

While her faithful swain admiring 

Would wreathe it in her hair ; 
And, pointing to her beaming eyes. 

Say it had rivals there. 

The sun was sinking brightly 

Behind the golden west ; 
And sweetly shone that little flower 

Before it clos'd to rest. 

It chanc'd young Rodolph and his bride 

Walk'd out that evening fair. 
Along the pleasant river side. 

To gather flowers there. 
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Toung Bodolph was a gallant knight — 
Tho first in fame stood lie — 

And Eva was the fairest maid 
In all wide Germany : 

Bright waving o'er her snowy neck 

Her golden ringlets flew ; 
Her eyes were like the wild blue flower 

That by the river grew. 

And oft into those deep blue eyes, 
Sadiant with love's sweet light, 

firave Bodolph smiled, as on they passed 
'Mid scenes of beauty bright. 

At length, ere they had waiider'd far, 
That blue wild flower they spied, 

Gleaming like a fairy star 
Close by the water side. 

The knight gaz'd on the lady's face, 
« Where shall I find," said he, 

"Thou fairest, gentlest of thy kind, 
A meeter gift for thee 1 

"That flower shall bloom thy brow above. 

Amid thy golden hair ; 
And shall be called the Flower of Love, 

Enshrin'd in radiance there." 

And now the gallant Eodolph hies, 

With all a lover's pride. 
To cull that little nameless flower 

To deck his gentle bride. 
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He gains the spot, lie wins the prize, 

! hour of dark despair, 
Why rings the air with Eva's cries ] 

Why doth she tear her hair 1 

Oy fatal gift ! 0, hapless maid ! 

Thy dream of bliss is o'er ; 
Into the deep thy Eodolph falls, 

Alas ! to rise no more. 

Vain, vain, her shrieks — no aid was near, 

"So hand to help or save ; 
Steep was the hank, the fatal bank, 

And deep the treacherous wave. 

But, his undying faith to prove. 

The flower his life had bought 
He cast upon the bank, and cried — 

" My love. Forget-me-not." 
• • • • • • 

Years pass'd — ^by that proud river 

Was seen a lonely tomb ; 
And wildly there, in verdure fair. 

That stranger flower did bloom ; 

And bending o'er its azure crest 

A pallid form appears ; 
Its leaves were fanned by her sighs, 

And watered by her tears. 

The rosy hours of summer time. 

Stem winter's chilling gloom, 
Still found the hapless mourner there — 

A watcher by the tomb. 



{ 
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At length her sorrows ended, 

Her sad eyes ceas'd to weep ; 
And by the side of him she loVd 

She lay in peaceful sleep. 

And there fond youths and maids would haste 

To plight their mutual faith ; 
And vow undying constancy 

On that shrine of love and death. 

And long bloomed o'er their silent graves, 

In that lone mournful spot, 
Love*s fatal gift — the flower of tears — 

The blue Forget-me-not. 




THE HAWTHORN TREE. 

[HOU art waking f ronx. thy wintry sleep 
To life and beauty now ; 
There's fragrance in thy peaceful shade. 

And verdure on each bough ; 
And strange, bright dreams return to me 
As I gaze on thy blossoms — ^hawthorn tree. 

They come with the scenes of my early days, 

Ere my footsteps leam'd to roam. 
When thy white wreaths round the casement strayed 

Of my happy cottage home ; 
And the linnet sang at eve to me 
Amid thy foliage — hawthorn tree. 
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There brightly bloom'd the wild red rose, 

And the lily pure and pale ; 
And many a sweet and flowery spot 

Shone in that lovely vale ; 
Yet still the sweetest spot to me 
Was my seat beneath thee — ^hawthorn tree. 

Thou'rt linked with childhood's earliest joys, 

Affection's dearest chords, 
And deep undying memories 

Of gentle smiles and words ; 
A hallow'd spell encircles thee 
Of love and beauty — hawthorn tree. 

How many a heart long crush'd and chill'd 

By sorrow's blighting power. 
Hath throbb'd with hope's warm glow again 

At sight of thy simple flower ; 
What dear first feelings wake for thee, 
Thou tree of memory — hawthorn tree ! 



ON A PAINTINa BEPRESENTINQ GTHLT AND 

INNOCENCE. 

HE kneels before the altar there. 
With her long dark flowing hair. 
Veiling a high and queenly brow, 
And form so proudly fair. 
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That but for the deep shade of g^ootn 

Which o'er that brow as a doiid doHi 
As if some strange and fearful doom. 

Of wild and lone despair, 
Had called forth the bitter groan 
That echoed through the chapel lone 

From the hapless mourner there, 
Showing that blighting, withering sin 
Darkened the page of life within — 
The face of that poor erring one 
Angels had smil'd to look upon. 

Her bosom fair 
Heaves o*or rich jewels scattered there ; 

Her dark eyes weep with woe intense 
O'er costly gems of value rare. 

For what is wealth to innocence 1 

Her pale lips dare not move to pray. 
But her sad gaze is raised to heaven, 

As if in anguish mute to say — 
1 Father, can I be forgiven 1 

Ah 1 what those gems compared now 
To the pearly blossoms crown'd her brow 

In childhood's happy years, 
Years when she wandered many a day 
To that lone holy place to pray. 
Some childish fault to wash away 

With sighs and flowers and tears. 

Now softly on the echoing aisle 
The step of one approacheth near ; 

A slow, light step, as if the while 
It feared to break the silence there. 
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The moumer cast a glance aronnd 

The intruder on her grief to see ; 
And views behind her bending there 

A peasant girl in earnest prayer, 
With gaze uptumM tmstf ullj. 

A gentle girl with golden hair, 

And such a sweet and guileless face, 
And brow so cabn, so purely fair, 

It seemed she met a cherub's gaze. 

And she hath bror^ht an offering there — 

The purest from her native bowers — 
Her soul's deep love she doth declare 
To Him whose gifts those treasures are, 

With wreaths of heaven's own spotless flowers. 

Strange contrast ! they together kneel 

Before that calm and holy shrine ; 
How different must each bosom feel — 

The soul of peace and heart of crime ! 

That fair girl with her nuld blue eyes 

Uptum'd and gHstening through their tears. 

As if their gaze would pierce the skies 

That, glowing with rich orient dyes. 

Through the stained window glass appears : 

Where pictured sits in radiant state 

A glorious form with pitying brow. 
As if mourning o'er the darkened fate 

Of her who mutely knelt below, 

Whose dark orbs dared not upward look 
Unto that calm and shadowy sky. 
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Lest that mild countenance should rebuke 
A waywanl heart that pleasure took 
In the vain scenes of earthly joy — 



Yet oft turned to that peasant maid. 
And wept for happy, bygone hours — 

When she, too, sought that peaceful shad< 
A guileless votary with her flowers. 



When hark 1 a sweet, low strain was heard. 

As if of gentle music near — 
Was it the song of evening bird 

That fell so softly on her ear ? 
No ! 'twas an angel's hymn. 

— She strove 

To raise her streaming eyes on high ; 
Oh 1 blissful dream of heavenly love, 
She thought that glorious form above 

Looked down with smile of heavenly joy. 

Then a pure look of rapture shone 
Like light upon her pallid brow j 

The glorious forms around heaven's throne 
O'er that repentant sinful one 

Were chanting hymns of triumph now. 

Still knelt she, till, with fading day. 

The bright-haired maiden, too, had gone. 
And 'neath eve's solemn shadowy ray. 
In the dim, cold aisle, without dismay. 

The lovely mourner wept alone. 
Each tear was registered in heaven, 
Her prayer was heard — her sins forgiven. 
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LOVE, 80RB0W, AND PITY. 

^H ! wild was the grief of young Love's heart 
^ When forced from his sister Joy to part, 
They who, when in union joined, 
Gladden'd the lot of humankind ; 
They who made joyous tlie vales of earth 
With the song and the dance and the voice of mirth, 
Wandering through vale and lawn and wood 
With the young, the beautiful, and good ; 
Or reclining at noon by some crystal stream, 
*Mid scenes more bright than poet's dream, 
Wreathing the blue wild flowers to dress 
The brow of some happy shepherdess ; 
Or framing those lays with mystic power 
By sighing swains sung in evening hour. 
But the Fates look'd down with angry brow. 
And that glad union would not allow. 
For the nymph was too fair, of too glorious birth. 
To dwell in the fading bowers of earth. 
And Care stood forth, with sunken eye. 
And said 'twas not meet Love should roam with Joy- 
That the maid should in purer climes abide. 
And the youth on earth wed a mortal bride, 
And he should espouse upon the morrow 
The rosy boy to his daughter Sorrow. 

And they have parted that shining pair — 

One to earth, and one to air — 

And as the youth look'd up to the realms of light, 

Watching Joy's bright form grow dim on his sight. 
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m 

Aa she distant sped on the golden way 
That leads to the plains of endless day. 
Till the glowing hues with her smile had gone^ 
And his spirit felt in the world alone, 
Then saddening visions o'er him crept. 
And he tore his amber curls and wept. 

Then they brought him his mortal bride — 

She who saddens each earthly scene — 

The stony-hearted and leaden-ey'd, 

The wan of cheek, and the stem of mien — 

And his heart felt sad when he viewed on her brow 

The wormwood twin'd with the cypress bough, 

Under whose shade earth's children weep, 

Where its dark branches mournful wave 

Over the young and the lovely's sleep, 

In the cold bed of the silent grave ; 

And thought on the roses of glorious dye 

Which shone on the brow of celestial Joy — 

Those fadeless flowers whose radiant glow 

Of bloom and fragrance ceaseth never, 

Nurs'd by the pure ambrosial flow 

Of Paradise's shining river. 

But no, ah ! no, it must not be- 



Earth, such flowers are not for thee ; 

Not even Love's bright myrtle wreath 

Shall be free from the blight of woe and death* 

Sadly the smile from his face hath fled. 

In the olden days such rapture shed ; 

He yielded to the dread command. 

And gave the dark-brow'd maid his hand ; 

And they wander'd o'er earth's plains afar, 

'Neath morning's sun and evening's star, 
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Throngb. the scenes of life — tliroixgli the bright or dim— 

Where'er Love went Sorrow foUoVd him, 

Bearing still a cup of woe, 

Filled with doubts and griefs and fears ; 

And heart-wrung tears from mortals flow, 

Chish'd by the blight her visage bears. 

And wherever Love pierced, with his rose-tipp'd dart. 

In his flowery path a gentle heart. 

She lingered the sufferer's form around, 

And pour'd her poison o'er the wound. 

At length a maid of mortal frame — 
The. meek, the dove^yed Pity — came, 
With healing balm o'er earth to rove — 
The gentle daughter of Sorrow and Love. 
Pale and thoughtful through life she strayed. 
Binding the wounds her parents made. 
While on her brow, in strange union joined. 
The cypress and myrtle were entwin'd. 
And blent, in her mild and pensive face. 
Her mother's gloom with her father's grace. 
She loVd to lie by some lone stream 
Singing sad strains to her lute. 
Till, thrill'd as by a wildering dream. 
Each youth and maid with woe were mute. 
But oh ! her lay was saddest when 
She wept in night's dark watch above. 
The crimes, the wrongs, and woes of men 
By Hate, Revenge, and Sorrow wove. 
But sweet it was in griefs dark hour. 
When she o'er pallid mourner hung 
With words of deeper, holier power 
Than ever fell from mortal tongue : 
And brighter the tears that from her eye 
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Pell so pure, so dazzlingly, 

Than the priceless pearls and gems that lie 

In the vast depths of the mighty sea. 

It was those pearly drops that fell 

In the Muse's sacred spring, 

And gave unto its wave such spell 

Of wild and sad imagining, 

That they who once its draught have taken. 

From such dreams can ne'er awaken. 

ISuch the decree by the Fates destin'd 
That Love to Sorrow should be join'd ; 
But moek-ey'd Pity should ever rove, 
Following the footsteps of Sorrow and Love, 
Till she, with her parent of mortal birth. 
Shall die with the changing things of earth, 
And her radiant father ascend on high 
To meet his bride, celestial Joy : 
Where, join*d, the twain shall ever be 
Immortal through eternity. 



FABEWELL. 



^^EPES, it hath passed — ^that dreamy joy — 

© I view no more thy lofty brow ; 
I meet no more thy thoughtful eye, 
Nor tremble at thy coming now. 

And yet 'twas meeter we should part 
Than that this hopeless flame should be ; 

For oh ! than love 'twas deeper far — 
My lone heart's mute idolatry. 
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For what could I have been to thee, 

Undower'd by wealth, or rank, or fame 1 
And thon to me wast mystery — 

For scarcely did I know thy name. 

Few were the times that we have met, 
And few when met the words we've spoken ; 

But, stranger, thy proud image yet 

Reigns in my heart with spell unbroken. 

Thou knowest well — thy heart must know — 
The trembling form that seem'd to shun thee ; 

The cheek did at thy coming glow, 
The eye tir'd not in gazing on thee. 

Yet when thy proud form lingered nigh, 

Some envious fate my steps hath driven 
From the bright precincts of thine eye, 

For whose kind smile I'd worlds have given* 

Yes, stranger, thou art gone — but still 
One joy yet beams with light above me — 

One charm to soothe through good or ill — 
The hope, the dream that thou didst love me. 

And each long treasured smile from thee, 

Like sunbeams o'er a home of sorrow, 
May, with their thrilling memory, 

Shed light o'er many a sad to-morrow. 

Thy manly grace, tby peerless worth. 

Shall long remember'd be my me ; 
And oh ! whate'er my lot on earth. 

May thine still bright and happy be 
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Farewell, farewell ! througli life's dull way. 
Dark fate decrees our paths must sever.; 

I must forget thy powerful sway : 
My loved and lost, farewell for ever ! 



D BE A MS. 




HEY come like beams from a world afar 
In their wild obscurity, 
And seem as a mystic beacon star 
To point our destiny. 

And their rays o*er slumbering earth they shed. 
Where peace or where crime doth dwell ; 

From the sleeping calm of the cradle-bed 
To the convict's gloomy cell. 

And hearts long crushed by woe and pain 
Are light 'neath their magic power ; 

And the forms of the lost and loVd again 
Eetum in the midnight hour. 

The mother clasps her favourite son, 

In all his life and bloom ; 
Then weeping wakes to think upon 

His cold corse in the tomb. 

The maiden at the altar stands 

A proud and happy bride. 
With one who, in far and stranger lands. 

Hath his early vow belied. 
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And her glad lieart thiobs with fond delight 

Earth can no more confer ; 
For radiant eyes are beaming bright — 

Are worlds of bliss to her. 

But weary mom that heart shall chill 

To know him faithless now ; 
That another's hand was join'd to his, 

That another heard his vow. 

The exile smiles with the mirthful bands 

Of his youth's companions gay, 
Though swelling seas and spreading lands 

Divide them far away. 

And forms long hid by oblivion's pall 

Eetom his sleep to bless ; 
And gladden eyes that morning's call 

Must wake to loneliness. 

Visions of light ! o'er the doomed one 

Ye shed your fleeting joy, 
As he rests the wretched pallet on, 

From whence he must rise to die. 

Ko stamp of crime seems branded there — 

Calm is his sleeping brow ; 
For he dreams of the scenes of his boyhood fair, 

And his heart feels guiltless now. 

Visions of light ! what scenes of joy 

Have ye pictured to misery's child ; 
Mocking his fate, till his brain and eye 

Have wak'd to anguish wild : 
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And what visions, too, of darkest woe 

The couch of peace above ; 
Causing bright orbs with tears to flow, 

That shall open to hope and love. 

"Visions of joy and woe and fear ! 

To what doth your warnings tend ! 
What is your mission to mortals here f 

What is its aim and end % 
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"N the sable gloom of her lonely tower, 
While happier mortals slept, 
Kneeling alone, a mourning one 
In silence watched and wept. 

Praying before an altar dim 
Nightly for the soul of him — 

Her long-lamented lord — 
The gallant Bruntfield, basely slain. 
Where near Edina spreads the plain 
Which since that dark deed bears his name. 

By treacherous Mowbray's sword. 

Still knelt she there in the midnight hour, 

Before the altar lone. 
With fixfed eye, and cheek as white 

As the marble she gazed upon. 
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And though her form was still and cold 

As December's frozen rill, 
And it seemed no earthly feeling there 
Pound resting-place save dark despair. 
Yet in her bosom's secret hold, 
Eevenge — ^wild, deep, and uncontrolled — 

"Was burning fierce but still. 

She brooded o'er her cruel wrongs, 

Her murdered husband's doom — 
Which made this gladsome world to her 

Seem darksome as the tomb. 

And she hath vowed in silence there 
A fierce vow in her soul's despair — 

That while the murderer's eye 
Beholds that earth which he to her 
Hath robb'd of all that made it fair — 
Till in the deadly battle's strife, 
A Bnintfield's blade should spill his life — 

Ko earthly love or joy 
Shall shine with peaceful ray upon 

Her darkened destiny. 

For, to avenge their slaughtered sire, 

Three blooming boys hath she, 
As fair as ever smil'd upon 

A happy mother's knee. 

She had whispered vengeance in each ear. 
When none but Heaven above could hear ; 
That dark tale thrill'd in night's lone gloom, 
^Nor vanished with the morning's bloom : 
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It mingled with their evening prayer, 
And mom's first breathings found it there, 
Till boyhood's thoughtless mirth had gone^ 
And their voices wore a sadden'd tone ; 
And the well-springs of their love, untold. 
Had grown as manhood's, still and cold. 

And sent they were to Gallia's land. 

From love and home away, 
To study fearless deeds of arms. 

That debt of blood to pay. 

And deeper than the yearnings be 
Of captive's heart for liberty. 

So her spirit lone, 
In the stillness of that silent room, 
Long'd for the distant day to come, 

Should bring the avenging one. 
At length, when weary years had pass'd 

In that strange solitude, 
With noble form and graceful air. 
Panting the deadly strife to dare, 
And soul on his firm purpose cast. 
Before the mother's eyes at last, 

Her gallant first-bom stood. 

A long and earnest gaze she tum'd 

Upon his manly brow ; 

But not to view the raven locks 

In richness there that flow ; 
Not to hail the joyous beam 

Of his dark and lust'rous eye. 
But to scan the spirit's glow. 
His hate and strength to meet the foe : 
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Then a smile of fearful joy 
O'er her sad visage passed, 
Like the cold ray of wintry sun, 
Gleaming with pallid light upon 
A wild and snowy waste. 

She clasp'd him to her bosom, 

She kissed his lofty brow — 
" Oh ! hast thou come, my noble one, 

To consummate my vow T 

" Mother," he said, " through good and ill, 
My soul hath kept its purpose still : 
I know thy wrongs, thy crushing woe — 
My father's murderer, and thy foe ; 

And if Heaven favour me. 
To-morrow with avenging might. 
My sword shall pay, in deadly fight, 

That debt of blood for thee." 

And as she listened to his voice, 

A faint and transient gleam 
Of joy passed o'er her countenance, 

like the memory of a dream. 

'Neath the dim light of the shrine, next night. 

Lay a youthful form so fair, 
That it seem'd not death, but gentle sleep. 

That held it silent there ; 
And with stricken heart and maniac eye 
The mother mourned above her boy ; 

For the same ruthless foe 
Whose murderous sword, with fatal power, 
Like sweeping scythe in summer hour, 
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Levell'd to earth the parent flower. 
Hath laid the blossom low. 

She parted his dark dostering hair, 

She kissed his pallid brow ; 
And« with a mother's wildest woe, 

She wept above him now. 

^^ Oh ! mniderer of my love," she cried, 

** ViU» slaver of my son ! 
Yet shall I have my deep revenge ; 

Yel« yet thy hoar shall come." 

WhiUNT shone her marble cheek, 

A darker n>be she wore, 
Auvl ^w in her lone penitence 

Mv^n^ ri^d than before. 

Ri^Nikiu^ again her silent mood, 
i^lnN^Ug a^n her solitnde, 

i\xttw^lh a lovM one — 
AxkI m»cM» with pride her kindling eye, 
Ul with a n^ akin to joy, 
l>i^ a $iK\>nd and a fairer son. 

Xt^JKNii^lK' «$ the Km^wI oak. 

With w>io^ of £earle^ tone ; 
So kH4^(Ki hi$ sii>» in those bright days 

Of va)^UY^ long agone. 

Auvl a» hi$ tall and gneefnl f oim 
To K<Mr blighted heart she preaa^d, 

l>id no b'^m pang of wild remoiae 
Thi>>b in her woinan's braaflt t 
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No : for her hopes deep fixfed were 
Upon his stem and warlike air — 

That young ann's giant strength 
She deemed might, ere to-morrow's flight, 
Pierce, with unerring, vengeful might, 

False Mowbray's heart at length. 
Eager and fierce as lion pants 

To spring upon his prey. 
He long'd that ruthless foe to meet 

In deadly battle fray. 
And as she heard his glowing lips 

Dwell on proud deeds of arms, 
Her sad face seem'd to beam again 

With all its former charms. 

The morning shone with beams of joy 

On the mother and her beauteous boy. 
Gilding with its lustre now 

Her pallid cheek, his flushing brow. 

Oh ! doth she from the fire 
Of his wildly kindling eye, 
Lit with a stem, exulting joy, 
Eead — he to-day, in battle strife, 
Shall offer up dark Mowbray's life, 
A strange and fitting sacrifice 

To brother and to sire ? 

False hopes ! too bright, too fair to last. 
Like the glowing hues of mom they pass'd, 
And gentle eve, whose coming brings. 

Like peaceful messenger. 
Upon its soft and downy wings. 
Calm rest to nature's humblest things. 

Brought only darker grief to her : 



168 REVENGE: OR THE LADY OF BRUNTFIELD. 

The bruised heart was crashed again — 
The mother wept above her slain. 

As she knelt above his mangled form 

With fixed and maniac eye, 
Oh ! who could tell her bosom's woe, 

Her spirit's agony ] 

Through the long night in her chamber dim, 
Statue-like she watch'd o*er him ; 

Yet oft in accents low, 
Her pale, cold lips would trembling breathe, 
Amid that scene of blood and death. 

Her soul's deep hate and woe. 

" Oh ! blighting cloud of Bruntfield's race, 

Murderer of sire and son, 
Though thou hast nipt another flower. 

And there is now but one : 

" Yet as streamlet to the river glides. 

As river to the sea. 
So shall the tide of my revenge. 

Unchanging, flow to thee." 

She laid that young form in its blighted bloom. 
By sire and brother in the tomb ; 

And in her heart's deep core. 
Burning her lost ones to avenge. 
The smouldering fire of wild revenge 

Glowed fiercer than before. 

When weary years had slowly gone 
In sorrow o'er that mourning one, 
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At length, one silent hour, 
In the pure ray of morning's sky, 
She pensive sat and musingly 

By the lattice of her bower. 

O'er the dim mountains spreading wide, 

Bounded by dark blue sea, 
And the long green vales in summer's pride, 

Her eyes rov'd thoughtfully. 

Perchance her mind returned then 
Tq dreams of peace and love again. 

In those far distant hours 
When she with beauteous Mary strayed 
Joyful beneath the peaceful shade 

Of Gallia's vine-wreathed bowers— 

When, 'midst its glowing flowers, they rov'd 

In summer eve*s decline, 
To wreathe the white celestial rose 

To deck the festive shrine ; 



Till silent eve, with holy spell. 

O'er that lone, white-wall*d convent feU ; 

And in the moonlight pale. 
Dreaming of happier days to come, 
The royal to the noble one 

Would her glad heart unveil — 
Unthinking years of grief and gloom, 
Darkening hope's light and beauty's bloom, 
The dungeon, scaffold, and the tomb, 
Should be, in fate's deep page of doom. 

Her dark and thrilling tale. 
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And the sweet memory of the past 

Stole soft and silently 
O'er her crushed heart, like morning's light 

On weary wanderer's eye. 

Bright and golden beams illume 
That lonely chamber's silent gloom — 
All that had seemed sad before 
]N^ow a ray of gladness wore : 
Crucifix and marble shrine 
Glitter in the light divine. 
Is it hope that gilds the brow 
Of the pallid mourner now % 
Was it a dreai^ of pride or joy 
Beaming in her kindling eye] 
Yes ! welcome as the voices be 
That tell the captive he is free, 
Welcome as to those who roam 
Far from childhood's happy home, 
The beaten pathway through the plain 
Leads them to its door again : 
So welcome in that silent hour. 
Coming footsteps tread her bower ; 
A gentle voice her ear doth greet, 
A mailed form kneels at her feet. 

He lifted up his vizor. 

She gazed his face upon. 

And knew the shining amber curLs 

OjE her last and dearest one. 

She wept above his kneeling form, 

She kissed his fair, wide brow— 

" Oh ! thou art far too beautiful 

To meet that murderous foe ; 
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And much I fear this wild desire 
For fierce revenge, that as a fire 

Consumes my earthly clay, 
In the dread page of eternity 
May stand a dark account for me 

Against the reckoning day. 
Yet stni a bright foreboding. 

Soothing my fears to rest, 
Whispers thoult not be torn from me. 

My dearest and my best." 

He spoke — ^his voice's silvery tone 
Like music fell the ear upon 
Of that sad and widowed one. 
So deep and low and sweet : 
i^ot these the sounds 'midst scenes of death 
Heard above the trumpet's breath, 
But such as in a moonlight hour, 
'Neath the shade of woodbine bower, 
Maiden's heart might joyfully 
Listen mute and trustingly. 

Then, in strains for warrior meet, 

Thrilling tales of arms he told — 
How oft he spurr'd his charger fleet 

Through the ranks of f oemen bold ; 
How often in the fearless fight 
His arm essay'd proud deeds of might. 

That strength and skill to win. 
Which, in the great eventful day 
When he should face in battle fray 
The murderer of his race, should prove 
To her his soul's warm depth of love. 

And dark account of hate to him. 
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And hope ouce more the moomer's path 

lit with its radiant beam, 
Like a \raudeiiug ray of sunshine 

0*er a dark and troubled stream. 

Where glitters Cramond's grassy isle, 

Like a bright emerald crest, 
Gleaming on the wide expanse 

Of Fortha*s azure breast, 
Face to face, and brand to brand, 
The f oeman and the avenger stand ; 
While in a bark on that blue sea 
A female form sat silently. 

Deep veilM and alone. 
As the parent bird with fluttering breast 
Wateheth its lovM nursling's nest. 

When cruel hawk is nigh — 
So to that fair and distant shore 
Her eyes were turnM evermore 

With deep anxiety. 

Keen as young eaglet first essays 
His high and heavenward flight, 

So rushed the dauntless youth to meet 
The false and treacherous knight. 

# 

And like fierce vulture stem and grey 
Gazing upon his destined prey, 

Eavenous and eagerly — 
So with proud lip and scowling brow 
False Mowbray view'd his graceful foe. 

Cold and disdainfully. 

" Vain, braggart boy !" he sneering said, 
And laughed out scornfully, 
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" Hath Bruntfield*s race more blood to spare, 
That ye tamper thus with me V 

" Come forth," the gallant Bruntfield cried, 
And fearlessly the vannter eyed : 

" Come forth to meet thy doom ; 
A murdered father's bleeding shade, 
With brothers twain 'gainst thee arrayed, 

N'ow beckon to thy tomb. 
Come, for a mother's woes and tears, 
Her blighted joys, my sadden'd years, 
My lonely boyhood's darken'd fate. 
My weary life of burning hate. 
My home hearth cold and desolate. 

Come, base destroyer, come !" 

And their gHttering blades Hke meteors gleamed 

In the sun's golden ray ; 
Ah ! little heartless Mowbray deemed. 
When its morning light on his lattice beamed, 

It should gild his latest day. 

For ere its bright descending beams 

Shone Forth's blue waves upon, 
Th' avenger o'er the assassin stood. 

And the fiery fight was \^on. 
The mother clasps her victor boy 

With pride above that fallen foe ; 
Oh ! who can tell what strange, wild joy 

Is thrilling through her bosom now ? 

N'ow is fulfilled her awful fate ; 
And he who made her desolate. 
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Blighted her beauty's radiant "bloom. 
Made Her glad home a living tomb, 

And dimm*d her eyes with tears — 
By him, her last, her idolized, 
To her revenge is sacrificed — 
That withering pang, that barbM dart. 
That rankled in her widowed heart 

For twenty weary years. 

Her head droops on the mailld breast 

Of him, her conquering one — 
The calmest, dearest place of rest 

That she could die upon. 

That joy hath pass'd ; life's parting throe 
Hath rent her latest heart-string now. 

And chill'd her fleeting breath ; 
For righteous Heaven in anger sent 
At once her wish and punishment. 

Her victory and her death. 

Those scenes are glad and peaceful now, 
So long to her a living tomb — 

The valleys still as brightly glow. 

The wild flowers still as sweetly bloom. 

Ah ! who could think that lovely spot. 

And many a spot on earth as well, 
Of the dark shades of human lot, 
Crimes, wrongs, and sorrows long forgot, 
So strange a tale of woe could tell % 



TOMORROW. 165 




TO-MOBBOW. 

'O-MORROW 1 Oh, to-morrow ! 
What may that word bring forth ? 
The scenes of joy or sorrow, 
The weal or woe of earth ? 

Eyes now are beaming brightly, 

Cheeks radiant as the day, 
Ere fall its shadows nightly 

May fade in death away. 

Fond hopes by fancy cherish'd, 
Lov'd ones weVe trusted on. 

Its dawn may find they've perished. 
Or with its changes gone. 

Then build not on to-morrow, 

Trifle not time away ; 
Let not its prospects borrow 

What may be done to-day. 

Alas ! its opening portal 

Thine eyes may never see ; 
For know, thou being mortal, 

'Tis promised not to thee. 

Then ! let virtue guide thy path, 

And all thy steps attend ; 
And thy poor and suffering brother 

Still find in thee a friend. 
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Then brightly shall each morrow rise 
'Neath heaven's approving ray ; 

Nor shalt thou heave regretting sighs 
For time lost yesterday. 



REMEMBRANCE. 

^8g| K'LL think of thee when thou art gone 
^^ Far o'er the dark blue main ; 
We'll think of thee though thou shouldst ne'er 
lieturn to us again. 

When bright and joyous, day by day, 

Kaoh well-known face we see, 
Thou who wast still so glad and gay — 

We'll think on thee. 

We'll think on thee when morning's sun 

Shall gloriously arise. 
And when at eve his parting beam 

Qilds western skies. 

When gayest 'midst each mirthful throng 

Some graceful form we see, 
We*U think upon the absent one — 

We*U think on thee. 

To thee, ^midst dance and feast and song, 

Kemembrance shall be given ; 
We*U Udnk upon thee, gentle one, 

Bolh morn and even* 
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And in each warm heart treasured long 
Thy tones and smiles shall be ; 

Well think on thee when thou art gone — 
We'll think on thee. 




ON A FLOWER. 

^WAS given hy thy gentle hand, 
It hath been dear to me ; 
And though long years should pass 'twill stand 
In memory of thee. 

It shall recall that day gone by, 

So like a blissful dream, 
When I received that gift with joy 

From thee, by Braidwood's stream. 

Oft when my heart in sorrow's hour 

Would lone and silent be. 
My eye hath caught that little flower. 

And then I've thought on thee. 

The leaf hath lost its radiant green. 

The flower its glowing hue ; 
And hopes my heart would fondly dream 

Have, like it, faded too : 

Yet as the scenes of childhood's years 

Kecall to wanderer's eye 
The loVd friends to his bosom dear 

In life's first dreams of joy : 
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So shall this little faded flower 
True to thy memory be : 

It shall recall each happy hour 
That I have spent with thee. 
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HE organ pealed through the chapel wide, 
And Abbot and monks were there ; 
For now they perform the solemn rite 
Of veiling a maiden fair. 

And sweetly sad the sisters sung, 
While Genevieve knelt in prayer ; 

For the weeping Abbess hath begun 
To lop her sunny hair. 

The snowy wreath is thrown aside 

That crown'd her marble brow ; 
Low kneels the lordly Theodore's bride-^ 

But where is Theodore now ? 

To-day they should have plighted vows 

Before another shrine ; 
To-day she should have been his spouse, 

But he fell in Palestine. 

One pearly tear bedews her cheek, 

But one, she sheds no more — 
Tis nature's parting tribute meek 

To the soul of Theodore. 
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Oh, weep not ! gentle Genevieve, 

Oh, yield not to despair ! 
There's a happy land beyond the grave, 

And thou shalt meet him there. 

Oh ! mourn not thus thy fallen knight. 

Deplore not thus thy loss ; 
He fell beneath heaven's banner bright — 

A soldier of the cross. 

" Weep not, my child," the Abbot cried, 

*' Let no thought to earth be given ; 
Eemember thou art Heaven's bride — 

Then fix them all on heaven.*' 

Trembling and pale she took the vows, 

And the sacred ring went on, 
That made that maiden fair a spouse. 

But not to mortal man. 

Kow pallid, cold, and trembling all. 

She doth the altar leave ; 
And hid beneath the sable pall 

Are the charms of Genevieve. 

And louder now the organ swells. 

And sweet its numbers flow ; 
But, oh ! 'tis like a funeral knell, 

For 'tis a strain of woe. 

And, hark ! what meant that solemn swell 1 

'Twas not by mortal sung ; 
Ah ! no, it was her passing bell, 

By waiting spirits rung. 
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The weeping sisters raised the pall, 
But fell back with a groan ; 

The form of Genevieve was there, 
But the soul, alas ! 'twas gone. 

For when Mass was sung and prayer said. 
And holy benediction given, 

The soul of Genevieve had fled 
To meet her Theodore in heaven. 

And many a bosom heav'd a sigh 
When the funeral bell did toll ; 

And many a prayer ascended high 
For the maid's departed soul. 



THE FACTORY GIRL. 

^TJT through the winter's snow and rain ; 

Out 'neath the summer air ; 
Out when the frost-work adorns the pane, 
Or the weather is bright and fair. 

Out, out from her broken sleep. 
While its shadows dim her eyes. 

And the visions of her slumbers deep 
Still in her mind arise. 

Out, out to the busy street, 

Where crowds run to and fro, 
Fast hurrying to her honest toil. 

Doth the factory maiden go — 
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The sound of their trampling feet, 

Blending, as if in a dream. 
With the whistle's yelling wild. 

Of the wonder-working steam. 

On, on 'neath that summons strange, 

1^0 time to dally or wait ; 
On, on with the surge of tliat human tide ; 

On, on to the factory gate. 

In, in through its spacious flats ; 

In, in through its noise and gloom. 
To stand 'midst the din and clang of wheels, 

A worker beside her loom. 

Toiling, with willing heart and hands, 

That goodly fruit may come. 
Of labour's wealth to crown the lands. 

And gladden many a home. 

Toiling that ships with cargoes rare 

May proudly sail the sea. 
And our merchants dwell in palaces fair, 

Like princes sumptuously ; 

And Trade and Commerce bless the land 
Wherever our flag doth wave ; 

For this doth she toil with willing hand- 
That maiden fair and brave. 

• • • • • • • 

Then slight her not, ye pampered ones, 

Who work not your bread to win ; 
Clothed like flowers, who, like the flowerS| 

I^eed not to toil or spin. 
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Then honour and value and love her well, 

As a true and worthy friend, 
Working with anxious mind and will 

For a good and useful end ; 

And learn that life's nohlest aim is still,, 

Whatever our lot may be. 
Its bounden duties to fulfil 

Patient and willingly. 




MABY: A DREAM. 

^HE roseate light of early day. 

What time night's shadows flee away. 
Was gilding earth with its bright ray — 

Mary. 

When on the wings of memory. 
To days gone by and unto thee 
My spirit in a dream did flee — 

Mary. 

And saw thee, as I saw thee last, 
Ere thou the river dark hadst passed 
Into the mystery strange and vast — 

Mary. 

Saw thee in mind a woman mild. 
In heart and years and form a child, 
As thou 'midst thy loved ones sat and smiled- 

Marv. 
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Brightest and gentlest of the band ; 
Thine the warm heart and willing hand ; 
Thine the quick mind to understand — 

Mary. 

That not for thee earth's fading dross ; 
That not for thee its gain or loss, 
Meek child of Him who hore the cross — 

Mary. 

Thy sweetest life-joy ever here, 
To be unto thy loved ones dear. 
Parents and friends to soothe and cheer — 

Mary. 

Changed was the scene, that vision fled, 
I saw thee cold and pale and dead, 
Thine earthly mission finished — 

Mary. 

While o'er thy form pale vigil kept 
Sad hearts that ached, sad eyes that wept, 
That one so loved Death's slumber slept — 

Mary. 

The vision changed, a glorious light 
Shone dazzling on my raptured sight. 
Palmed, robed, and crowned with beauty brigl 

Mary. 

I saw thee on fair Aiden's shore 
Kneeling the BlessM One before, 
Who once the cross of suffering bore — 

Mary. 
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And marked amid the angel bands 
His star-crowned brow and nail-pierced hands, 
The joy, the glory of all lands — 

Mary. 

Marked, too, the look of pitying grace 
He bent on thy fair drooping face 
As He beckoned thee unto thy place — 

Mary. 

And in voice of music said to thee — 
Dear sufiferer, thou shalt honoured be, 
For sufferers are dear to me — 

Mary. 

And then, with smile of heavenly joy, 
Led to thy side an angel boy — 
Thy brother who a babe did die — 

Mary. 

And gave him lovingly to thee. 
Thy friend, thy pupil, guide to be. 
Through ages of eternity — 

Mary. 

I saw the rapture on each face. 
At this the Master's act of grace. 
As thou that brother did'st embrace — 

Mary. 

And then, led by that Master's hands, 
Pass with him through the dazzling bands 
Of souls redeemed from all lands — 

Mary. 
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Thus honoured 'midst that shining throng, 
Whose voices swell the ceaseless song, 
Shall to the endless years belong — 

Mary. 

The vision passed, my dream was o'er. 
Faded away the golden shore ; 
I woke to weary earth once more — 

Mary. 



I MISS THEE. 

MISS thee in the morning bright, and through the golden da; 

I miss thee when the eve*s calm light dies slow and still awa; 
I miss thee, oh ! how wearily, my spirit cannot tell, 
I know how sad and lone it is afar from thee to dwell. 
I thought when from thee distant placed that I might happier be 
The thought was vain — I cannot find forgetfulness of thee. 

No more, no more my aching gaze shall watch thee on the way 
Where thy loved form was wont to pass unconscious day by day. 
No more to meet thy deep, calm eye, no more to hear thee speak, 
Shall bring wild tremor to my heart or change unto my cheek; 
But fancy oft shall picture thee by distant vales and streams. 
And thy dear face may sometimes smile upon me in my dreams. 

I know 'tis vain, 'tis worse than vain, this hopeless dream of min^^ 
For not e'er word or vow of love have I e'er had of thine. 
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it I knew that all ennobled man had m thy heing part ; 

knew that truth smiled on thy lips, and worth dwelt in thine 

heart. 
saw thy soul wks far ahove the vain and thoughtless crowd, 
Id my lonely one before its shrine in sHent reverence bowed, 
aiow, alas ! too well I know, I may not be to thee 
e shadow of a passing thought in dream of memory ; 
d that, enthroned and hallowed in thy spirit's inmost shrine, 
y dwell a form by fortune dowered, and fairer far than mine. 
Hay be so, yet even so, why need I thus complain, 
ce never in the path of life we two may meet again. 

li in the solemn evening hour, when fancy holds her sway, 
d brings before thee friends are near and friends the far away : 
nns toiling still o'er life's dark sea, and forms that sleep at rest, 
3 dear ones thou hast loved most, and those who love thee best : 
^n, then in that still silent hour may one kind memory be 
c meed who seeks, but cannot find, forgetfulness of thee. 



THE SLEEPING MOURNER. 

*^ALE was her cheek, the gentlest, faintest trace 
«n Of sorrow shaded her young sleeping face ; 
Calmly she lay, so saint-like and so fair, 
Still as the silence of the evening air ; 
But round the orbits of each sunken eye 
Was the dark circle told of many a sigh, 
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Of twilight hour and ehining summer day, 
Passed in the toil, was wasting life away. 
In clasped repose her thin, white hands were pressed, 
As if in prayer, o'er her unconscious breast. 
But who could tell, who saw her resting there. 
Her waking woe, her wild and lone despair] 
Till some kind angel who had seen her weep 
Breathed on her face, and gently bade her sleep. 
With pity marked her drooping eyelids close. 
And with bright fingers sealed them in repose. 

And now in visions of a happier shore 
Her spirit hails the lost and loved once more, 
Perchance beholds in glory's bright array 
The gentle form that died but yesterday. 
And lays her weary, aching head to rest 
On the calm haven of a mother's breast, 
TiU the cold dawning of a joyless morrow 
Wakes her lone heart to all its weight of sorrow : 
Oh ! cheerless dawn, when sighs shall greet its breaking,. 
Oh ! weary morn, when tears shall hail the waking. 

Together had they watched and wept and toiled — 
That widowed mother and that orphan child- — 
Together felt the want, the care, the pain 
Of those who toil and hope, but hope in vain, 
Weary with earnest longings for the day 
When peaceful competence might come their way. 
Yet though their fare was poor, their labour hard. 
To cheer each other seemed their sweet reward ; 
Lonely and loving were they in their lot. 
Bearing, enduring, but complaining not. 
Ah ! patient had that maiden night and day 
Toiled at the tasks were wearing life away ; 



THE SLEEPING MO UBNEJL 179 

TJnniTirmuring marked each golden summer time 

Pass with its glow of beauty and of prime ; 

Without regret beheld the glad and free 

Join in the sports where she could never be ; 

Unmoved seen each day her fading face 

Lose its bright freshness and its youthful grace — 

Had that fond mother to her life been spared, 

Her love, her home, her labours to have shared : 

But fate was hard, and wearing sickness came, 

And wasted that loved parent's fragile frame, 

Bound that weak frame with paralyzing bands, 

Chilled her warm heart, and cramped her willing hands ; 

StiUed the meek voice was wont the hours to cheer 

With words of hope and comfort kind and dear ; 

Stamped death's cold seal upon her lips and brow. 

And left the mourner's home-hearth lonely now. 

Sleep on, pale maiden, in thy peaceful sleep. 
Far better slumber than awake to weep ; 
There's no kind face to watch your couch above, 
Ko voice to greet with tones of parent love ; 
Ko gentle hand the morning meal to spread, 
Or bathe with tender care your aching head ; 
Ko fond, warm heart, no loving, watchful eye 
To smile or sadden for thy grief or joy ; 
For thy meek spirit hard shall be the strife. 
And blank and chill the weary path of life. 
Until, thine earthly woes and labours past. 
That spirit finds its resting-place at last, 
In that fair world that now so lovely seems. 
Thus dimly shadowed in the world of dreams. 

Great are thy triumphs, proud and thoughtless earth, 
•Great are the spirits have in thee had birth. 
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Thine are the deeds of glory and of fame 

Which win for men a memory and a name ; 

Thine, too, heaven's glorious gifts of heart and mind,. 

The thoughts that raise and hallow humankind, 

The patriot's fire, the poet's burning song. 

The sage's wisdom — these to thee belong ; 

Great is the grandeur, glory, wonder, pride. 

The charm and beauty of thy brighter side. 

We will not think upon thy mortal doom. 

The change, the blight, the sorrow, and the tomb, 

But in the records of that awful day 

When souls of men shall stand in dread array. 

With bended brows before the judgment throne 

Of Him, the ever high and holy One, 

How vain shall seem in that portentous hour 

The pomp of glory and the pride of power. 

The hoard of wreath, the laureled wreath of fame. 

And the fast-fleeting phantom of a name. 

Compared to what, meek mourner, shall be thine — 

A trophy prouder than the spoils of time — 

Thy souVs calm offering from a world of strife, 

The spotless records of a blameless life, 

A meeter tribute thine to offer Him 

Who guides the stars and rules the cherubim, , 

Than gold or gems or pride of name or birth, 

Or aught that mortals value here on earth ; 

For dear to Him who walked with us below, 

And humbly met and suffered human woe, 

ITie breast that meekly bears affliction's smart, 

The patient spirit, and the loving heart. 
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IN THE GARDEN. 

'N the garden in the twilight 
Of a bahny Jujy sky, 
And a dreamy sadness waking 
Thoughts of tender memory. 

Thoughts and dreams of days departed, 
Friends from earth who Ve passed away ; 

Hopes that left me weary-hearted 
By their swift and sure decay. 

In the garden 'neath the shadows 

Of the fragrant apple trees, 
And the hreath of flowers lending 

Perfume to the evening breeze ; 

And in fancy backward thronging 
Forms and scenes I'll see no more — 

Scenes to vanished years belonging, 
Forms now on the golden shore ; 

Pictured scenes of places 6lden : 
Islets 'mid life's stormy waves. 

Ere had passed its visions golden, 
And its landmarks shone as graves. 

In Ihe garden sadly musing 

On life's mysteries deep and vast, 

What the years to come are bringing, 
"Wliat the records of the past ; 
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What the meaning of this being, 

Fraught with care, and pain, and woe ; 

What the mission to us given — 
Whence we come and where we go.* 

In the garden silent weeping 
As the night steals slowly on. 

With my heart sad vigil keeping 
O'er loved forms and voices gone ; 

Wondering oft how strangely heaven 
Gives its lots of dark or bright, 

Crowns some lives with joy and beauty, 
Sheds on others woe and blight ; 

Burdens some with griefs and losses, 
Saddens some with wearing care, 

And on weak frames lays heavier crosses 
Seemingly than they can bear. 

In the garden mournful thinking. 
As the gentle evening breeze 

Soundeth with a plaintive wailing 
Through the fragrant lilac trees j — 

Wondering as in silence weeping 
Strange sad fancies come and go, 

Am I reason's bounds overleaping, 
Is it right to question so ] 

Would it better be that resting 

On the promises are given 
Of help and comfort to the weary — 

Help on earth and joy in heaven — 
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Unto those who loving, trusting 

Their dear Lord who toiled and died 
On this earth in pain and sorrow — 

Patient, faithful shall abide — 

To the day when He His ransomed 

Proudly, lovingly shall own, 
As gold refined in the furnace. 

As jewels polished for His crown ! — 

I should hear each burden meekly 

When by grief or care opprest ; 
Knowing He who helps the weakly 

Ordereth all things for the best. 

In the garden 'mid the flowers 

Homeward wending thoughtful now ; 
Perfumed breezes floating round me, 

And soft rain-drops on my brow. 

With the question still arising 

In my heart, why is it so 
That so unequal are divided 

Human shares of joy and woe ] 

And a spirit answering gently 

To my spirit's inward call : 
He whose wisdom is supernal 

Knoweth what is best for alL 
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MY GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

SPIRIT guardeth me alway — 
A watchi ul spirit fair and bright ; 
It cheers me in the morning's ray, 

It shields me through the solemn night. 

It whispers gently through the change 
And hustle of life's busy hours : 

It whispers comfort sweet and strange 
'Mid solitudes of trees and flowers. 

It takes the tone of faithful friend, 
To warn, to teach, to check, advise ; 

And with its 'monishings doth blend 
Sweet holy sympathies. 

It sits beside me as I write 

In my lone room with weary pen ; 

It walks with me in crowded paths 
Of busy scenes of earth and men. 

It teaches what I ought to do. 

What roads to tread and what to shun ; 
What views are false and what are true, 

In words of sweet persuasive tone. 

In sorrow's hour it soothes and cheers. 
And brightens each faint beam of joy ; 

In doubt or dread dispels my fears 
By pointing me to One on high. 
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In lioTirs of weakness, pain, or ill. 

Its strengthening power sheds healing balm ; 

And care or disappointments chiU 
Can soften by its soothing calm. 

My guardian angel near to bless. 

To shield from danger when I stray, 
Through wayward will or heedlessness, 

Aside from duty*s rugged way. 

To whisper oft of Jesus' love, 

His watchful tenderness and care ; 
When, faint and weak, my drooping soul 

Would sink in sadness of despair. 

By showing that to suffer here. 

Heaven's mighty purpose to fulfil, 
Humbly our crosses dark to bear. 

Submissive to our Father's will — 

Is working well our mission meet, 

For thus in faith His love we own, 
Who promised rest and comfort sweet, 

A spotless robe and starry crown — 

To each pure soul that meekly here 

Its work shall do, its cross shall bear. 
Knowing He knoweth what is best, 

And trusting on ffis love and care. 

Of this, all this, that spirit tells 

Meekly and lovingly to me ; 
A watchful guide, a faithful friend. 

To guard my path continually. 



IN MEMORY OF MISS JANE JT- 



A friend who, when life's woes are o'er. 
And through death's shadowy vale I stray, 

Shall lead me to the golden shore, 
And dwell with me in endless day. 



IN MEMORY OF MISS JANE K- 

^'B ADING away like a drooping flower 
-^L In the golden time of the fading year, 
Trusting on Him whose love's sweet power 

Marked thee as one should not linger here — 
A spirit meek for the white-robed band 
Of His chosen ones in the summer land. 



Fading away in the opening bloom 

Of thy young life's hope, of thy young heart's love 
The darkening shadows of the tomb 

Falling thy calm fair brow above ; 
Fading away in the morning bright 
Of thy radiant spirit's dawning light. 

Fading and sinking 'neath wearing pain. 

Yet bearing bravely thy heavy cross ; 
Elnowing how glorious the deathless gain 

Shall repay each sufferer's earthly loss — 
When their trial-time of woe is o'er, 
And their spirit-fiiet tread the golden shore. 
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Tea, even so, with thy meek sweet smile 

Lighting thy face with its pensive ray, 
And thy loving heart trying hard the while 

To brighten the' moments of thy stay — 
To the monming friends and the parents dear 
Thou shonldst leave in lonely sorrow here. 

Grentle, and patient, and trustful stiU 

In thy humble faith, in thy fervent love ; 
Eesting in hope on His heavenly wiU 

Who was calling thee hence to His home above, 
Thou didst pass like a sunbeam from earth away, 
To shine in the light of unending day. 

Ay, didst pass with thy tribute, thy offering meet, 
Through the ransomed bands to thy Master's throne, 

Humbly to lay at His glorious feet 
The records pure of a life unknown 

To the thoughtless world, but to angels dear, 

Por its faith, and truth, and meekness here. 




THE DAWN OF POESY. 

lis foot had gained the ivied cliff 
That crowned the mountain steep, 
Green sloping vales spread far behind 

Beneath the mighty deep ; 
And gazing round with kindling eye 
Enraptured stood that dreaming boy. 
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He looked up tg the arcli of lieayen^ 
And euddenly there came 

A deep entrancing melody- 
Like music o'er his frame ; 

It seemed as land and wave and sky 

Joined in that wordless harmony. 

He gazed down on the smiling fields, 
Eich in their summer green. 

Where gems of Nature's coronal 
In every flower were seen. 

Where the glad bird from each leafy tree 
Trilled its sweet strain on high, 

And the silvery streams leapt merrily 
Like pealing laughter by : 

And glowing dreams of hope and joy, 

Of glory and of fame, 
With all their wildering witchery 

O'er his fancy's vision came. 

*' And oh !" he cried, " fair flowery earth, 

The beautiful, the free. 
How dark, how cold, must be the eyes 

Look not with love on thee." 

He gazed far o'er the swelling sea, 
With radiance strangely bright. 

And glad waves glittering dazzlingly 
In day's descending light. 

And the snowy sail that to the west 
In dreamy silence bore, 
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like a spois-lazk viiii a^4«ae IkmbI 
To heaven s jsc^dea £Xmjb«. 



And joTfoSr i2ie vjschef 

^ Tbo^ yrrj;^ thoa bi>CDdleK sea. 
Would thai IDT B'jzL ifke Tonder dood 

Could float in Imisb o's thee." 



And still that pale jonth lingered theie, 
With dreamings strange and 'ieep, 

^^ighter than erer horered roond 
The downv couch of sleep. 

Till sweetly sad the parting da j 

Sank in a flood of light ; 
And glorious, with her regal train, 

Kose the fair queen of night. 

He looked up to the burning stars 
Shining with pomp on high — 

World upon world, a mighty chain 
Of vast immensity. 

And thus he sighed, " Oh ! that my soul 
Could roam through space afar, 

And, raptured, leap exultingly, 
like light from star to star : 

And see if they are really worlds, 

With hills, vales, streams, and flowers, 

And living, breathing beings fair, 
With joys and woes like ours. 

Or find them happier, fairer far, 
Each orb a glorious sphere, 
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Where loved and lost ones brightly dwell 
Who left us mourning here. 

And radiant visions thronged his soul, 
Strange fancies o'er him crept, 

Till, yielding to their wild control, 
He bowed his head and wept. 

Oh ! gentle drops, oh 1 hallowed hours, 
Beloved, remembered long — 

The dawn of many an after theme 
Of sorrow and of song : 

For when the glowing hues of hope 
Had lost their witching spell. 

And blight had in its bitterness 
O'er his proud spirit feU : 

When worn beneath the wasting track 

Of long and weary years, 
Oft memory rushed with yearning back 

To those first dreams and tears. 



THEMES. 




^HEY'VE left no theme for me, the tuneful sons of song. 
Their searching minds have roamed at will creation's ch 
•among ; 
They've scanned the wide unmeasured land, the blue unfath( 

sea, 
And in the spangled firmament have left no star for me. 
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1 Would have sung this glowing earth with all its vales and bowers; 
Its mighty seas and murmuring streams, its tall trees and its flowers; 
Ite princely halls and humble homes, its hills and woodlands gay — 
But prouder lyres than mine of yore have thrilled the joyous lay. 

1 Would have sung the opening mom, with all its rosy hue — 
But earlier eyes than mine have gazed upon its glories too ; 
^^y saw its dewdrops dazzling lie upon the emerald lea, 
■^iid hymn'd them into glittering gems — they left them not for me. 

1 Would have sung the wondrous deeds of souls from earth long 

pass'd, 
"hose proud and unf orgotten names while time doth stand shall 

last— 
Btit they have pealed their victories with many a thrilling strain, 
■^^ in the homes and hearts of men they seem to live again. 

^ ^"culd have sung of hope, and love, and joy, and woe, and fear, 
^^ ^U the thoughts which bless or wring the hearts of mortals here ; 
^^ bridal's sunny hours of bliss, the mourner's night of gloom ; 
^^ which the mom must break that lights some lost and loved 
one's tomb : 

■"^t; they have hymn'd them all, nor do I deem them wrong, 
■*^^l?' dull the path of life would be without the light of song; 
^^ olothes with brighter verdure earth's fair but fading bowers, 
■^^cl fiheddeth perfume sweeter far than the odour of its flowers. 

^^ ooines on evetide's solemn breeze across my bosom's chords, 
'^ith deep and thrilling melody, too wild, too warm for words ; 
"^^^ treasured in my inmost heart each ministrel's lay shall be, 
"^Q^gh in the present or the past they've left no theme for me. 
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THE POWER OF WORDS. 

HO can tell with what magic power 

They fall on the ear in dark sorrow's hour, 
Breathing low with their soft, deep tone 
To soothe a sorrow not their own ; 
Brightening the clouds of gloomy sadness, 
And filling the heart with peace and gladness ; 
like music thrilling the hosom's chords % 
Deep is the spell — the Power of "Words. 

They have hreathed with their mild and calm control 

O'er the gloomy depths of the mourner's soul ; 

And the light of hope hath soon heen shed 

On one who had deemed it for ever fled. 

Like the spirit song of eve's gentle hreath. 

Like an angel's hymn in the vale of death, 

Like the fairest visions by fancy wove 

In the brightest dreams of our early love, 

Do their silvery strains sweet peace impart 

To the weary hrain and the sinking heart ! 

Who hath not heard some well-known strain 
That recalled his happier hours again ; 
When forms and feelings long since gone by, 
Like glowing hues in life's morning sky. 
In days ere a darkened noonday came 
His hopes to blight and his spirit tame — 
Days ere his saddened spirit strove 
With the pang of unrequited love. 
Or young ambition's faded schemes 
Shadowed the brightness of his dreams — 
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Fall with its wildering, softening power 
On his ear and heart in some twilight hour, 
Kecalling the hopes that so haseless proved, 
And the fair, false form all so vain beloved — 
As bright and as fond as when it seemed 
Heaven's sunshine on his prospects beamed — 
Through the simple words of some simple song 
Awakening feelings have slumbered long. 

Words, sad words I they have whispered low 

From the qidvering lip on the couch of woe, 

When the trembling soul was about to part 

From the pallid form and the bursting heart. 

And aching eyes were gazing on 

The wreck of some fair and lov^d one — 

One to some trusting bosom dear. 

The guiding star of some wanderer here, 

Whose heart is wrung while their accents say — 

Remember me when from earth away ; 

^Midst the scenes of life, 'midst the sad or gay. 

When joys surround thee or griefs dismay ; 

When another's eye shall beam on thee, 

When another's voice shall thy welcome be ; 

When each favourite path, each well-known spot 

That knew me once shall know me not ; 

When our bright love-dream, with its hours of joy. 

Shall be but a sweet, sad memory ; 

When long, long years have o'er thee jBlown 

Since I to the silent grave have gone : 

Should some word or tone recall once more 

A form upon the eternal shore. 

Then let their power bring back again 

Each memory fled with all its train 

Of tender thoughts, and though I be 

By all else forgot, remember me ! 
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And those low-breathed tones have had strange, sad power 

O'er the mourner's soul to his dying hour ; 

Oft linked in recollection's chain, 

Their accents thrilled his heart again 

With all the tender power and pain 

Of those memories that for aye remain. 

The Power of Words, ah ! who can tell 
Of the wonders wrought by their magic spell 1 
They have rung with wHd and warlike strain, 
And the warrior hath rushed to the battle plain ; 
He hath met, with his small but dauntless band, 
An invading foe on his much-loved land ; 
Outnumbered by numbers hath fearless sped. 
And that gallant host to glory led ; 
Wildly hath fought 'midst the conflict's swell. 
And his war cry still proved the tyrant's knell ; 
He hath gained the chance of the fiery fight 
By the Power of Words and the grace of right ; 
And his brow is crowned by triumph's wreath, 
For those words were — Victory or Death. 

They were borne on the shriek of the tempest blast. 

When the mariners clung to the quivering mast. 

And the fathomless depths of the ocean wave 

Oped their awful cells to entomb the brave ; 

When thoughts of country, friends, and home. 

Had round each heart in anguish come. 

And children's wail, a wife's despair, 

A parent's woe were pictured there. 

As wildly was fixed each straining eye 

On the scowling chaos of wave and sky. 

In deep and speechless agony, 

^nd each dark wave that swept the sinking deck, 

^ore some victim from the wreck, 



« 



THE POWER OF WORDS. 195 

"When sudden hath sank the dying gale, 

And a faint voice murmured — A sail ! a sail ! 

Then a loud, a thrilling cry 

Burst from each heart with a gasp of joy ; 

It comes ! it comes ! they shall reach the shore, 

That dream of despair and death is o'er — 

Such bliss the voice of Hope accords, 

Such is the spell — ^the Power of Words. 

Their power is felt, their wondrous power, 
In each scene of life in every hour ; 
The brightest hopes that heaven e'er gave 
A word can blight or a word can save. 
Can gem with flowers man*s chequered day, 
Or wither their blooming hues away. 
How many have felt the life-blood start 
From the whitening cheek to the sinking heart, 
When some scornful word with its train of fears 
Hath blighted the hopes — the bliss of years. 
The lip may wreathe with its sweetest smile. 
The hand may press with gentlest wile. 
The speaking tear to the eye may flow. 
The teU-tale blush on the cheek may glow, 
But Words alone can seal bliss or woe. 

! sweet it is in morning clear 
The lark's first matin-hymn to hear. 
Or list the verdant vales along 
The blackbird's note or linnet's song ; 
Or chant of waters or sigh of breeze 
Soft borne at evetide through the trees ; 
Or nightly on the moonlit lake 
Some strain bid echo's tones awake. 
Sweet is the music of vale and grove. 
But sweeter than all is the voice of Love. 
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It hath breathed in Asia's rose-wreathed bowers. 

And brighter hath bloomed the glowing flowers ; 

It hath thrilled *neath the gloom of northern skies. 

And the desert hath shone a paradise ; 

And what were life did not fond words cheer 

The weary hearts of its wanderers here 1 

Were there not voices to soothe and bless 

Earth were a blank — a wilderness ; 

Twined with affection's dearest chords, 

Deep is the spell — the Power of Words. 




HUMAN WOE. 

HO hath felt it not 1 

Earth's sons alike of high or low degree. 
Prom princely palace to the humblest cot, 
Each, each must bear the human lot, 
AU heavy, sad, and bitter though it be. 

Those mournful hours 

When with deep agony the soul is stirr'd, 

When day's beam seemeth dark, and dim its flowers. 
And the lone heart aches 'midst once joyous bowers. 

When now no more the lost one's voice is heard. 

The vacant chair 

Beside the hearth so cheerless, still, and lone, 
The tear-dimm'd eyes and pallid faces there 
All tell how dull and cold and joyless are 

The hearths from whence some treasured one hath gone. 
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Those lonely mounds 
O'er death's sad vales in solemn silence spread — 

Ah! who can tell what hopes they've shrouded round; 

What lov^d forms lie mouldering 'neath the ground ; 
What weeping homes now mourn their hidden dead ] 

The aching breast, 

From whence is rent each string of earthly joy ; 
What were its fate with darkest grief opprest, 
Did not hope whispering soothe its woes to rest, 

And faith exulting point beyond the sky ] 

And why repine 
That earthly sorrow to our lot doth fall. 

When, Man of woe, its bitterest cup was thine ] 

It wrung Thy sacred heart, Lord divine, 
Twas felt by Thee, and must be felt by all. 




HAPPINESS. 

HEN" shall contentment's pleasures sweet 
The lot of mortals bless ; 
Where on this earth shall mortal meet 
With heaven-bom happiness 1 

The beam whose radiance casts a charm 

O'er every object round ; 
The peace that knows no wild alarm, 

! where can it be found 1 
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Is it in the hall of prince or lord, 
Where wealth and splendour shine ; 

Or is it at the festal board, 

Where sparkles the blood-red wine 1 

Seek not in the palace fair 
For happiness — it dwells not there. 
Not where strains of music fall, 
Softly o'er the banquet hall ; 
Not in the bacchanal's flowing bowl, 
For it ruins and degrades the soul, 
Prostrates each energy of mind. 
Nor leaves a wreck of worth behind. 

Is it on the battle-field, 

When victory's shouts resound, 

And trophies bright the warriors wield 
With deathless honours crowned 1 

Ah I no, the blood-stained battle-field 

No joyous feeling e'er can yield. 
The frantic yell, the dying cry. 
The hollow groan, the parting sigh. 
The strong man's might in death laid low. 
Must fill the pitying heart with woe ; 
Nor can the wreath of glory bless 
The victor's heart with happiness. 

Then is it in the dazzling glare 
That courtly splendours shed. 

Or dwells it in the jewels rare 
That deck the regal head 1 

Tis not in grandeur's gilded halls, 
Noar Is \t» shxiB^ 'iMath re^ wuUs, 
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Not where courtly splendours shed 
Their radiance o*er the crowned head ; 
Pride, envy, jealousy, and hate 
Throng around the chair of state ; 
Nor can the smiles of flattery bless 
The monarch's heart with happiness. 

Then is it in the merry dance, 

"Where glitters diamonds rare, 
Or where gay fashion's changeful glance 

Invites her votaries fair 1 

No, 'tis not where to music sweet 
Echoes light the dancers' feet ; 
Not where youth and beauty bright 
Bloom and shine the livelong night — 
Wreathing smiles the lips may part. 
While hidden anguish rends the heart ; 
Nor yet is fashion's flower-wreathed shrine 
Illumined by the beam divine ; 
No, 'tis a purer, warmer glow 
Than worldly splendours e'er can show. 

Ah ! can we not in friendship's arms, 

Its sweet emotions prove 1 
Or in the joy-inspiring charms 

Of fond and mutual love 1 

No ! for the friend may faithless prove. 
And the lover may forget his love ; 
The firmest friendships may decay, 
And the fondest love soon pass away. 
Though these at times may shed their power, 
'Tis but the sunbeam of an hour — 
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Lighting the heart with radiant bloom, 
To leave it again to deeper gloom. 

Then does it fill the lowly col, 

From splendours far away, 
To cheer the poor man's simple lot 

With joy's unfading ray % 

Ah, no ! for want too oft is there — 
Pale poverty, heart-crushing care — 
From the highest to the humblest sphere 
iN'o lasting happiness is here. 
Its beam is not of mortal bifth. 
It dwells not on a changing earth. 
But in a glorious world on high, 
Beyond the tomb, above the sky. 
Where pain or death shall enter never, 
Where love and hope shall bloom for ever ; 
Where the lov'd and lost, their sorrows o'er, 
Shall meet again to part no more ; 
In that bright land of endless joy, 
'Midst scenes of rapturous ecstacy 
^0 heart can feel or tongue express, 
Dwells everlasting happiness. 
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THE RETURNING SHIP. 

I'EE thy stormy path in the dark blue main 
Back proudly dost thou come, 
And thou bearest the son to the sire again, 
And the wanderer to his home. 

High hearts and hopes went forth in thee 

On thy lone trackless way ; 
Is now thy freight as gay and free 

As it was on that distant day ) 

Hath the wealth-seeker the treasure found 

Eor which he left the band 
Of loving hearts and weeping eyes 

Behind in Fatherland ] 

Or did he sink ere his task was done, 

A victim to love of gain. 
To prove that wealth is weariness. 

And earthly hopes are vain ] 

And that proud youth who wandered far 

Erom love and faith untold, 
Dreaming that she, his bosom's star, 

"Would prize him more for gold : 

Till the agony of hope deferred 

Had quenched her young life's flame. 

When the mortal sickness of the heart 
O'er her yearning spirit came : 



N 
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Hath he retum'd to mourn above 
The grave where she doth lie, 

And learn no riches of the earth 
Could that lost love re-buy ] 

And he, the wayward erring son, 
Who thoughtlessly did rove. 

Wasting the wealth by labour won 
Of fond paternal love : 

Shall he, too, mourn o^er misspent years, 
'Neath the yew-tree's shadows deep. 

Where the kind father of his youth 
And stricken mother sleep % — 

And learn too late how dearly bought 

Was pleasure's gay excess, 
By the priceless treasures of the heart. 

The dear home happiness ] 

Proud ship ! an emblem meet thou art 

Of man's strange destiny ; 
What hopes, and joys, and woes, and fears. 

Have found a home in thee ! 

For though thou showest the shades of woe. 

The terrible and true, 
That cloud our mortal lot below. 

Thou hast thy bright ones too. 

For eyes shall beam at sight of thee. 
Have long been dimm'd by tears. 

And fond lips breathe with happier tones 
The tales of other years. 
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How proudly didst thou wander forth 

O'er the ocean in thy might, 
Swift as the arrow in its path, 

Or eagle in its flight ! 

And as thou oft didst meet and bear 

The tempest's raging strife, 
So must we feel the storms of care 

On the ocean waves of life. 

And o'er those waves our mortal bark 
Must meet, avoid, or bear 

* 

The mists, the rocks, the tempests dark, 
Fall to our earthly share. 
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^ND hast thou left us ] Ah ! how nlany an hour 
tr*" Our eyes, our ears have listened, looked for thee ; 
What spell hath bound us, say what mystic power, 

Thou gentle boy, now makes us weep to see 
Thy chair all vacant, and thy chamber lone ; 
Thou who did'st charm us all, and art thou gone ) 

And shall those walls no more re-echo now 
Thy song of gladness, and thy laugh of glee ] 

Doth thy dark locks hang careless o'er thy brow, 
Unstrung thy lyre, and mute thy ministrelsy ? 

And shalt thou roam no more o'er heath and mountain wild, 

Thou who loved'st Nature so — who wast her own, her child ? 
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And ait tlic>a dpo?piii^ dc>di ihine eje wax dim, 

Thoogk not wiih age. iL-:*a^ not with buzning teais t 

Ib a pale wasted forci all that lemains of him 

Whoee name I deem€d might soond in after Teazs t 

It iffy ret, minstrel, star, thr soul is there ; 

We will not ret give up the gifted and the fair. 

Death ! whr is it thr destroTing dazts. 

In their wild waste the homes of earth amon^ 
Shoold woriL such woe 'mongst glowii^ yonthfol hearts 

Of those to whom their Lord hath giren the gift of songt 
Ib it that, favoared more than those who liTe, 
He calls them hence, more glorious strains to give t 

Bat thoa ! If Death would spare thee, might thine eye 

Again behold glad Xatnre's beauties fair, 
Should health and hope fill thy young mind with joy, 

And radiant dreams unsullied by despair — 
Say wilt thou come and dwell amongst us then. 
And with thy song and stoiy cheer our hours again t 

1 cannot think thy gifts kind heaven gave 

So soon from hope and life and love to sever, 
Like a fair flower blooming on a grave, 

Bright to behold, but soon to fade for ever ; 
I cannot think the fatal seal is on 
Thy calm, wide brow, thou gentle, thoughtful one. 

Like music past to recollection, sweet 

The memory of thy worth shall be to me ; 
And though on earth we ne'er again may meet. 

Thy fond remembrance still shall hallowed be ; 
And oh ! if that dread tyrant seal thine eye 
One heart shall mourn thee — gentle minstrel boy. 



i 
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THE POET'S DIBGE. 

[HOU art gone, thou art gone ! the cold turf lies o'er thee ; 
Above thy lone dwelling the sad willow weeps ; 
What heart were so cold as not to deplore thee, 

And mourn o'er the tomb where the beautiful sleeps 1 

1^0 more 'mid the bowers of Evan reclining, 

Thy harp with wild melody echoing rings ; 
The flowers stiU are there, and the bright sun is shining. 

But thy spirit is silent, and broken its strings. 

*JS'eath its green banks thy own river sweetly is flowing. 
The verdure of summer is spread o'er the lea ; 

The whin and the hawthorn their blossoms are showing, 
But thy rapt eyes no more their lov'd beauties shall see. 

The thrush loudly sings from his tall leafy dwelling. 
The lark's warbling carol still echoes on high ; 

IBut the silvery strains from each songster that's sweUing, 
Thine ear ne'er shall drink, nor thy heart feel their joy. 



Thou art gone, thou art gone ! ere the flowers have faded. 
Ere like thee their beauties have sunk in decay ; 

Thy once happy home darkest gloom hath pervaded ; 
Thy soul like a sunbeam hath vanish'd away. 

Sleep calm, gentle bard, thou wilt hear not our mourning, 
Long treasured and hallowed thy memory shall be ; 

And when each gay spring-time with bloom is returning, 
bright be the blossoms they shed over thee. 
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LOVE OF HOME. 

[HEEE is a spell,. a binding speU, 
That haunts where'er we roam ; 
Treasured and sacred, oh ! guard it well — 
The hallow'd love of home. 

The chilled son of dark Lapland, 
Though on earth's loveliest plain. 

Would sigh for the vales of his frozen land, 
And its sunless skies again. 

The Arab roams o'er his scorching sands 

With a heart as light and gay 
As the favoured sons of fertile lands 

'Neath skies of genial ray. 

I have felt the qhilliDg touch of woe — 

Life's cold reality 
Hath saddened a heart whose fervid glow, 

As the mountain breeze^ was free. 

Yet I'll ne'er forget the joyous hours 
When I roved with the youthful band — 

A happy child — through the rosy bowers 
Of my dear-loved native land. 

The feelings with childhood's love entwined, 
Though their early glow is past. 

Their fond remembrance to my mind 
Shall be hallowed to the last. 
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And thou, to whom my lay I sing, 

Thou, too, canst feel it well ; 
Doth not sweet memory o'er thee fling 

Its bright and mystic spell 1 

Thou wilt think on thy childhood's happy hearth, 

And the joyful faces there ; 
The cheerful smiles whose sunny mirth 

Could charm thy every care. 

That home where thy mother's eyes so meek 

Lit up with love's sweet beam ; 
When she knew by the smile on thy sleeping cheek 

That joyful was thy dream ; 

Where she welcomed in childhood's sunny mom 

The dawn of thy reason's ray ; 
And gazed with pride on thy stately form 

In manhood's early day. 

Though now thy lot be distant cast 

In a fair and fertile spot. 
Yet the land where thy young life's hours were pass'd, 

Dear youth, forget it not. 

Still cherish that bright, that hallowed spell, 

That haunts us where'er we roam ; 
Deep in thy heart's core guard it well — 

The love of thy native home. 
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THE LAST THOUGHT. 

rthat dark hour when earthly cares shall cease. 
And the tired so^il is struggling for release ; 
When the blood freezes, and the heart-strings quiver, 
And mind and matter shrink to part for ever; 
When racking pains, and fast receding breath 
Betoken thy dread coming, awful Death ! 
In that one moment that must be our last 
Ere the final pang o*er the pale form hath- passed, 
One thought must rise — ^what shall that last thought be % 
Speak, thou grim tyrant, thou canst answer me. 

ShaU it be 
Of this fair earth, with all its hopes and joys, 
Its cares and fears, its spirit-binding ties, 
With their long train of yearning sympathies, 
Twining and coiling round the bursting heart. 
Which even with life it scarce can bear to part 1 

Or shall it prove 
Of thee fond friendship, or still fonder love ; 
Shall some kind deed engraven on the mind 
Wring it with pain to leave a friend behind ; 
Some gentle eye-beam, or some tender tone 
Treasured, remembered through long years that's gone. 
Thrill through it then with power all its own 1 

Or shall woe. 
Despair, remorse through all its breathings flow ; 
Vows long since broken, friendship's trust betrayed. 
Kind acts omitted, purposed good delayed, 
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Eush to the mind an agonizing train 

Througli life's last thought, in life's last hour of pain. 

Or shall it rise with Faith 
To hail the moment of thy coming, Death ; 
Pierce with glad eye thy dark and silent gloom. 
And view afar a world of deathless bloom ; 
Or, trembling, dread the awful mystery 
That veils thy ihreshold, vast Eternity — 
The joys or sorrows of that distant bourne, 
From whence no traveller can to earth return ; 
Thy great tribunal, whence the soul dismayed 
Must pass a joyful or a woful shade ] 

Or shall it wider fall, 
And with a circling sweep embrace them all, 
And in wild chaos rush commingKng there- 



Eemorse, repentance, anguish, and despair ; 
Love's long remembered tender ties and care. 
With faith's calm taper, like some glimmering star. 
Faintly, and as through mists descried afar. 
Till life ebbs out beneath their racking spell % 
Speak, earth's proud leveller, thou canst answer well. 

Peace, mortal ! would'st thou have me show 
Truths are not given thee for a time to know — 
Truths which, if known unto the mind of man. 
Would but embitter his short fleeting span ; 
Yet shalt thou learn them, rest of that assured — 
By thee, by all, that thought must be endured ; 
Mine is an awful duty to fulfil ; 
Be thine to meet with faith the hour of ill ; 
Peace thou too searching heart — be still, be stilL 
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IS B N I N G. 

*11|0W bright Aurora doth her gates unfold, 

"lU And Phoebus starts up from his bed of gold. 

Sheds o'er the plains his glad, enlivening ray. 

And cheers all Nature with the smiles of day. 

With fluttering wing the lark ascends on high, 

And with loud carol fills the laughing sky ; 

Forth from the sedge the swan impatient strides, 

And o*er the lake in snowy beauty glides. 

The swain slow treads the mountain path along, 

Listening the echo of the milkmaid's song ; 

A thousand odours load the scented breeze, 

A thousand garlands crown the spreading trees. 

The harebell gently rears her azure crest. 

The glittering king-cup bares his golden breast, 

The pure white daisy lifts her modest head, 

The violet peeps out from its mossy bed. 

Adown the vale the wild red roses blow, 

And the fragrant hawthorn twines its wreaths of snow j 

The dark wood echoes to the plaintive dove. 

And the sweet Hnnet trills his song of love. 



EVENING. 

^HE sun had set on ocean's breast, 
Tinging with gold the glowing west. 
And gilded, with his fading fire, 
The modest cot and village spire ; 
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A charm pure, tranquil, and profound. 
Had shed its grace o'er all around. 
The city spread before us lay. 
Clad in the hues of dying day ; 
It seemed as if the raptured eye 
Oazed on some scene of ages by ; 
It seemed as if those shining rays 
Eecalled the pomp of ancient days. 
Such were the beams that shone upon 
Thy lofty towers, proud Babylon ; 
Such was the evening diadem 
That crown'd thy shrines, Jerusalem. 

Now fell the spirit-soothing power 
Of thy deep calm, sweet vesper hour ; 
Unbroken, save by warblings deep 
Of feathered songsters ere they sleep : 
A blackbird in the twilight dim 
Trill'd wildly forth his evening hymn ; 
While the sweet love-notes of the thrush 
Were softly heard from bush to bush. 

Fve hail'd the sun's bright morning ray, 
And joyous met the laughing day, 
But never felt a happier power 
Than thrill'd me that glad evening hour. 
When, gazing that calm scene upon, 
I felt its charms, but not alone ! 
ITo ! others gazed upon that view, 
Who saw those charms, and felt them too, 
Whose hearts could in my rapture join, 
And sympathetic beat with mine. 
And, oh I should sorrow be my lot. 
Oft shall I seek that peaceful spot. 
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And in its haunts so lone and holy 
Indulge in thee — sweet melancholy, 
And feel the spirit-soothing power 
Of thy deep calm, mild vesper hour. 




ON A YOUNG LADY. 

HAT shall I sing of thee, sweet girl^ 
What shall I sing of thee ] 
Shall it he of thy mild and radiant eye, 
Thy sylph-like form, thy smile of joy. 

Thy spirit's buoyancy ; 
Thy lips where love his seal hath set. 
Thy hopes and heart unhlighted yet. 

Thy voice of melody ] 
This shall I sing of thee, sweet girl, 
This shall I sing of thee. 

To what shall I liken thee, sweet girl. 

To what shall I liken thee ] 
The violet sweet, the primrose pale. 
The modest lily of the vale — 

Emhlem of purity ; 
As the wild, graceful mountain fawn. 
Bounding in the early dawn, 

As joyous thou and free — 
To these shall I liken thee, sweet girl, 
To these shall I liken thee. 
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What shall I wish for thee, sweet girl, 

What shall I wish for thee 1 
That heaven its gifts and grace may shed, 
Countless, unmeasured, on thy head, 

Still happy may you be. 
May faithless lover, fickle friend, 
Never on thy steps attend, 

With heartless treachery — 
This shall I wish for thee, sweet girl, 
This shall I wish for thee. 

When shall I sing of thee, sweet girl. 

When shall I sing of thee 1 
When the pale moon's silvery light 
Sheds its lustre calm and bright 

O'er vale and tree ; 
When minds are hush'd, and all is still 
Save the night-bird's plaintive trill, 

With answering harmony — 
Then shall I sing of thee, sweet girl, 
Then shall I sing of thee. 



TO MABY. 

! MAEY, is thine anguish o'er. 
And shall we meet on earth no more ? 
Fair, gentle girl, short was thy day, 
I saw thee blossom and decay ; 
Like a bright flow'ret raise thy head. 
Then droop upon thine earthly bed ; 
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Is this of human hopes the doom % 
Most the fairest soonest cease to bloom. 
The purest earliest fill the tomb 1 

Thou art gone, sweet girl, where shall we find 

A heart as meek and warm behind 1 

Within thy calm and gentle breast 

No evil passion e'er had rest ; 

Thy guileless soul, thy sinless tongue 

Ne'er caused mortal pain nor wrong ; 

It seemed life to thee was given 

As but a path from earth to heaven, 

To wander here a while below, 

Then leave its follies and its woe, 

To bask in joy's unceasing flow. 

When last we met thy cheek's soft bloom 
Did not foretell thy coming doom ; 
I little thought thy radiant eye 
Foretold that pale decay was nigh ; 
I dreamt not then the grass should wave 
So soon above thy early grave. 

I might have known, ! maiden dear, 
Thou wast too pure to tarry here ; 
Heaven marked the innate piety 
That found its peaceful shrine in thee, 
And called thee in thy early youth 
To its bright home of love and truth. 
Rest there, sweet Mary, freed from pain, 
'Twere wrong to wish thee back again, ' 
To tread life's dull and toilsome road, 
Far from the fair and blest abode. 
Where thy glad soul beholds its God. 



THE CALL OF DEATH. 215 



THE CALL OF DEATH. 

[OME to my dark and silent haU, 
Come, mortals, come away ; 
Come young and old, come one and all 
The last dread debt to pay — 
To Death. 

Come, monarch, from thy gilded throne, 

Thy pomp and pageantry, 
Eesign thy sceptre and thy crown, 

The vassal now to be — 
Of Death. 

Come, conqueror, from thy gory field, 

Come conquered now to be ; 
Strive not 'gainst my dark darts to shield, 

For none wage war with me — 
King Death. 

Come, tyrant, whose dark scowling frown 
FiU'd hearts of men with fear ; 

Here shalt thou meet no trembling one, 
All, aU are equal here — 
In Death. 

Come, lover, from the lost one's urn, 
Beneath the moon's pale beam ; 

O ! why on earth so vainly mourn ] 
Thou wilt meet her in the dream — 
Of Death. 
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Come, baby, from thy mothei^s arms, 

The bud must also die ; 
Xor youth nor innocence can chann 

The cold and iron eye — 
Of Death, 

Come, sons and daughters, fair and gay, 
Of rank and fashion proud, 

For ye my summons must obey, 

Even as the vulgar crowd — 

Stem Death. 

Come, too, ye houseless wanderers all. 
Outcasts on earth who roam ; 

Ye have no share in cot or hall. 
Come to my peaceful home — 
In Death. 

Come, spirits worn by want and woe, 

Children of misery. 
Blighted in hope and heart below, 

There's sweet repose with me — 
Calm Death. 

And fear not, trembling mortals all, 
To yield your fleeting breath. 

Since I, too, have my time to fall, 
For Love shall conquer Death — 
Grim Death, 
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ON AN UNLETTERED GBAVESTONE, 

^ ! SLEEPER this lone tomb below, 
Did life its comforts to thee show, 

Or was it grief and fear 1 
For why, forsaken and alone, 
Is not one letter on this stone 

To tell who slumbers here 1 

Didst thou on earth here place thy mind. 
Or seek content and calm to find 
^ In its fast-fleeting joys 1 
Or didst thou find its dreams of bliss 
And glowing hopes of happiness 
To be but fallacies 1 

Was there no voice to cheer death's gloom, 
Ko pitying heart to wail thy doom, 

No friend to mourn thy loss. 
That thou liest *neath this unlettered stone, 
Unsculptur'd, save that it bears alone ^ 

The figure of the cross ] 

» 

Yet there's a nobler trophy borne 
Than graces proudest monarch's urn, 

With costliest sculptures graVd, 
To tell of deeds of valour done. 
Of victories great with glory won. 

Of nations gained or saved. 
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It speaks of hopes of brighter bloom 
In a happy land beyond the tomb, 

When earthly cares are o'er ; 
Where the pure in heart shall taste the joys 
That wait the just in paradise, 

And toil and mourn no more. 

So may I rest in such a spot 
When, by a busy world forgot, 

I heave the parting sigh ; 
And no words upon my burial stone 
Tell of my fate, when I alone 

Cold and forgotten lie. 

That so no careless eye may know 
The name of one who rests below. 

From earthly sorrows free. 
Till, wakened by the trump, I rise. 
In hope of bliss, beyond the skies, 

Through bright eternity. 



THE FAREWELL OF THE EMIGBANT BROTHEB& 

^ AEEWELL ! farewell ! dear friends and home, 
"■^l ! may no grief nor pain 
Shed woe or blight o'er head or heart 
Till we return again. 

Mother, farewell ! dear friend and guide 
Through young life's hopes and fears. 

From sunny childhood's golden hours 
To manhood's thoughtful years. 
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We'll think upon thee, mother dear, 

When far upon the deep, 
'Mid storm or calm, by night or day, 

Our hearts sad vigil keep. 

And on the tender, loving care, 

Which thou for us didst show 
Through years wherein thy widowed heart 

Ached with its weight of woe. 

Sister, farewell ! we haste away, 

Far from thy spirit free ; 
Lov*d playmate of our childhood's day, 

A long farewell to thee. 

We'U miss thy voice at morning's call. 

Thy song at evening's hearth; 
Thy thoughtful care for each and all, 

Thy ringing laugh of mirth. 

Yet many a thought we'll backward cast, 

O'er the wide rolling sea. 
Laden with memories of the past. 

To childhood's home and thee. 

Farewell ! we seek the golden land — 

That Eden of the main — 
Where triumph crowns the willing hand, 

And man toils not in vain. 

And when upon its burning plains 

Our tented homes arise. 
And distant far our lovdd friends. 

And our dear native skies : 




220 * THE THREE CHILDREN. 

How sweet when day's hard toils are o'er, 

In evening honrs 'twill be 
To sing the songs that oft before 

Were sung in joy by thee ; 

And dream those toils of brain and hand 
May with competence repay 

The tender love of each fond heart 
At no far-distant day ; 

And picture oft the meeting hour 
We fondly hope may come, 

When a mother's and a sister's love 
Shall hail their wanderers home. 

Oh ! may a happy future tell 
Such hopes were not in vain ; 
• Lov*d mother, sister dear, farewell 
Until we meet again ! 



THE THREE CHILDREN*. 

|NE was a fair and gentle boy, 

With pale and thoughtful cheek, , 
A calm, wide brow, and earnest eyes, 
And accents low and meek ; 

And busy thoughts and questions strange 

For such a youthful mind. 
For which not even philosopher 

Might ready .answer find ; 
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And an ever-changing, nameless cliarm 
Of modesty and grace, 
. That lightened in each smile and flush 
That passM o'er his face. 

The second was a rosy girl, 

A creature full of glee, 
With bright, fair locks, and teeth of pearl, 

And smile of witchery ; 

A spirit that no cloud of care 

Had darkened to destroy ; 
A being that a bird or flower 

"Would fill with wildest joy ; 

A young soul basking in the light 

Of love's unclouded beam, 
Whose thoughts were all of happiness, 

Whose days a happy dream ; 

A form I deem'd might truly be. 

When future years should come. 
The life-star of some trusting heart, 

The light of some glad home. 

. The youngest was a blooming boy 
In childhood's early charms. 
An infant one would smile upon. 
Then clasp within their arms. 

And yet a strangely wayward child. 

With firm, unbending will. 
Yet showing generosity 

In every action still. 
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For though in childish anger oft, 

A wayward elf was he, 
Would clench his hands and knit his bixyw. 

And cry right naughtily, 

Tet one kind word, one gentle look. 

His passion would restrain. 
And call him joyous to your arms 

In love and smiles again. 

A pleasant sight it was to see 
Those children three each even, 

When a fair, young mother taught their lips 
To breathe sweet prayers to heaven : 

That its kind Lord might guard and blesi 
Themselves and parents dear ; 

And soothe and shield the sick and poor. 
And sad and suffering here. 

And who, when they lay down to sleep, * 
Breathed a fond mother's prayer 

That His holy angels watch might keep 
Above her loved ones there — 

Might guard her lambs from ravening wolf. 

Ceaseless by night and day, 
And lead them through this weary life, 

Along the narrow way. 

And whether called in youth or age 
To meet their Heavenly King, 

As faithful sheep of His true fold 
To their Good Shepherd bring. 
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DEWDBOPS. 

|EWDEOPS, crystal dewdrops, 
Shining clear and bright, 
Eadiant in the beauty 

Of morning's azure light ; 
Coolly, softly, gently, 

Bathing leaf and flower, 
Sweet as voice of kindness 
In dark sorrow's hour. 

Dewdrops, dazzling dewdrops, 

Purer far than gem, 
Mashing 'mid the splendour 

Of monarch's diadem : 
Green, and gold, and azure, 

In your glittering rays. 
Giving in your glory 

To your Maker praise. 

Dewdrops, lovely dewdrops. 

White, and green, and blue. 
Changing in your shadows 

As the rainbow's hue ; 
Your sweet and gentle radiance 

Making vale and lea 
Bright as floor of that glad home 

Where we wish to be. 

Dewdrops, golden dewdrops, 
Eich jewels of the morn. 
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Moie precious far than gold or pearl 

In earth or ocean bom : 
The moistnie pure of £den*s 

Unfading leaves and flowers, 
£ie sin of disobedience 

Drove Adam from its bowers. 

Dewdrops, fleeting dewdrops. 

Evanescent, bright, 
like the fading beantj 

Of hope's delusive light : 
Kow beaming, dazzling, glowing. 

Blade, leaf, and flower npon, 
Kow by swift passing showing 

How soon its dreams are gone. 

Dewdrops, radiant dewdrops, 

Pnre, and cool^ and dear. 
As wavelets of the streams that flow 

In Love's celestial sphere. 
Sweet drops of peace from Him whose wiath 

Once sent the 'whelming flood, 
Ye shine upon our earthly path 

For mercy and for good. 



THE DEAD. 

'HE mighty dead ! the mighty dead ! 
The glorious ones of earth, 
Where have the spirits fled 
Who called such wonder forth ? 
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The dauntless ones, who, in their love 

For fatherland or faith, 
Eesisted fierce invading bands 

Devoted to the death. 

'^NTeath the cold earth they lie. 
For freedom's cause who fell. 

Yet of their wondrous victories 
Undying song shall tell. 

The gallant dead ! the gallant dead ! 

They lie heneath the deep ; 
The wild winds sigh above their head, 

And the roaring waters sweep. 

The brave and useful band. 

Who fought victoriously 
With foe and wave, that those on land 

Might safe and happy be. 

Far 'neath its billows and its storms, 
*Midst wrecks in darkness spread. 

And countless hosts of lovfed forms. 
They found a mournful bed. 

Calm be their rest and sweet, 

Beneath the briny wave ; 
Its echoes chaunt a requiem meet 

For the beauteous and the brave. 

The hallow'd dead ! the hallow'd dead ! 

The tuneful sons of song, 
In fond remembrance cherished. 

Earth shall their strains prolong. 
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Th(;ir memories shall last 

While stream and sea shall floWy 

Ttiough most through life hare 
In penury and woe. 

Through chances and throng change of time 

They never shall depart ; 
llio magic of their verse sabHme 

Bliall ever thrill the heart. 

The sacred dead 1 the sacred dead ! 

The servants of the Lord, 
Wlu) in His path have followed heEe, 

And preached His holy word. 

And to His flock through good and ill 
Have provM Shepherds tnie. 

By guiding safe the souls He loved 
Earth's weary pathways through. 

Calmly their hallowed ashes lie 
Wliere each his cross laid down — 

Home in the village churchyard lone. 
Some in the crowded town. 

Some 'neath grim Abbeys' mouldering wallSi 
Some 'neath the chancels dim 

Of i)roud Cathedrals, where of old 
Loud swelled the choral hymn. 

Peaceful, oh, peaceful 1 be their rest, 

Till they shall rise again. 
With Him, the Crown'd, the Crucified, 

As kings and priests to reign. 
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The blessdd dead ! the blessed dead ! 

Of every race and clime, 
Who've done their tasks of duty well 

Upon this side of time. 

The good, the useful, and the brave, 

Who in their paths have striven 
In truth and mercy to perform 

The work assigned by heaven : 

Who by their deeds in peace or war 

Have bravely, meekly prov'd 
That they their God and neighbour well 

Have reverenc'd and lov'd. 

The kindly dead ! the kindly dead ! 

Who, through their life's brief day, 
Have shown that love by charity 

To sufferers on their way. 

Though their vacant seats are still and lone^ 

Their earthly labours o'er. 
And to that distant bourne they're gone, 

Whence traveller comes no more : 

Their good deeds never shall depart, 

Still treasured shall they be 
Deep in the records of the heart — 

The shrine of memory. 

The gentle dead ! the gentle dead ! 

The loved of heart and home, 
Who like lost light have vanished 

To the dark and silent tomb. 




328 KING JAMBS' BED IN BOSS IB PBIOBY. 

Though their kind tones and smiles no moie 
Shall cheer through good or ill, 

Their forms within our minds shall dwell, 
And their memories haunt us still. 

The peaceful dead ! the peaceful dead ! * 
They lie 'neath earth and surge ; 

The wild winds sing their requiem, 
And the billows chaunt their dirge. 

Tet home and hearth their memories 

Shall ever hallow well — 
The good and hrave, the loved and fair, 

WhoVe gone in heaven to dwelL 
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(EMENTO of a bygone day. 

And forms and fashions pass'd away, 
What strange events have come and sped 
Since thou wast framed, grim, stately bed ; 
What records vast of woes and joys. 
And hopes and fears, since mortal eyes, 
And mortal hands, and mortal thought. 
Combined thy rich quaint carvings wrought. 
Or dy'd and wove the curtains green 
Which long have lost their emerald sheen. 
That hung thy ponderous posts around. 
Draping somewhat their gloom profound ; 
What countless millions, far and wide, 
Ot mortal forms have liv*d and died. 
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In joy or woe or peace or strife, 

Of this our chequer'd human life, 

Since mortal loom the satin wove, 

Or mortal fingers deftly strove 

Their swiftness and their skill to prove 

In feat of shapely fashioning — 

Meet drapery to screen a king 

From moonlight beam or flickering light 

Of waxen taper through the night. 

Ajy sad to think what tides of change 

Have swept o'er earth with wonders strange 

Since carver's knife cut tracery there, 

Or creamy hands of ladies fair 

Stitch'd willingly, in conclave met 

On vallance curtain's coverlet, 

Or head of British Solomon 

Rested thy broidered pillows on. 

Strange, quaint old bed, could it have been 
That thou by her sweet eyes wast seen. 
Who, in her sad life's morning tide, 
Was flower of earth, of Queens the pride. 
But pin'd her latter years away 
In prison gloom of Fotheringay 1 
Or could it be that he, her son. 
After his triple crown was won — 
Won at the bitter, awful price 
Of a dark human sacrifice. 
Signing to doom of block and knife 
The head of one who gave him life — 
In visions saw, while on thee laid, 
The closing scene and bleeding shade 
Of her, whom feuds of troublous times, 
And wrongful charge of murderous crimes, 
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And fatal power, and treacherous scheme 
Of Bothwell's mad ambitious dream. 
And stern queen Bess's jealous hate, 
ConsignM to a bitter fate. 

Feere Ood, His will ohay, 
For to heaven it is the way — 
With changeless truth this distich sage 
Hath travelled down from age to age ; 
For who of our poor mortal race 
Would win in heaven an honoured place. 
Must try with rev'rent spirit stiU 
Humbly to do their Master's will, 
Whate'er their lot or task on earth, 
Whether of high or lowly birth. 

Then let us trust, grim bed, that they 
Who've looked upon thee in thy day. 
Of barons brave, and ladies fine. 
And squires and dames of lowlier line. 
Prince, peer, or peasant, all whose eyes 
Have witnessed thee thus moralize. 
Have taken well the lesson told 
In this thy motto sage and old : 
And by sweet love and reVrent fear 
For their great King and Saviour dear. 
And mercy shown, through good and ill. 
Unto their suffering brethren still. 
Have all and each, throughout life's day> 
Prov'd that they found the narrow way, 
Which, through this earthly wilderness, 
Leads to eternal happiness. 
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SIMON THE CYBENIAN. 

HE wrathful murmurs of the madden'd crowd 
Fall, with their mocking accents, fierce and loud 
On His meek ears, who never cry of pain 
Or voice of human sorrow heard in vain ; 
Fiercely they fall upon that pitying ear 
With words that listening angels weep to hear — 
Words bitterer far unto His fainting heart 
Than shame of felon's doom, or aching smart 
Of thorn-pierced wounds upon His aching brow. 
Damp with the sweat of pain and anguish now — 
Curses breath'd loud and deep on His bright head 
Who for the foulest there His blood will she(}, 
With His blest life for their vile lives atone, 
And by His death redeem them for His own — 
Curses that o'er Judea's home and clime 
Shall cast their shadows till the end of time. 
And make her children, through their mortal state, 
Wanderers on earth, depisM, desolate. 
As traitor subjects to that heavenly King 
Who came salvation's glorious gift to bring, 
And win for man a mansion in the skies, 
Brighter by far than his lost paradise. 

Tottering and drooping 'neath His weary load, 
Dragging His cross along the dusty road, 
Faint through the burning sun, the cruel blows, 
The pressing, jostling of His bitter foes : 
His glorious brow by thorn-prints scratch'd and scarr'd, 
His face divine by blood and tear-stains marr'd, 
And damp with dews of pain and dark despair 
The golden wavelets of His flowing hair. 
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Toileth the Man of Sorrows, all alone 

In that vast crowd — friends, followers, kindred gone ; 

A world's dread debt of sin, with woe and pain, 

Crashing His sinking heart. His fevered brain ; 

But heavier far the bitter, awful load 

Of the just wrath of an offended God, 

For which the sacrifice — ^the only One — 

Of His dear life for man can e'er atone. 

But hark ! what change comes o'er the mocking crowd. 

Hushing a while its clamour fierce and loud ) 

Have pitying angels to the spirits brought 

Of that wild rabble a remorseful thought ? 

That from that drooping frame, in sudden haste. 

The cross \& raised, and on the shoulders plac'd 

Of wondering Simon, forcM thus to bear 

In his Lord's suffering an honour'd share ; 

Crown'd by His cross with an undying name, 

And hope more glorious far than meed of fame ; 

Helper of Him who wash'd our sins away 

In the last scene of His last earthly day. 

Bearing before his Lord Salvation's sign — 

Unconscious herald of the King divine — 

Treading in woe and tears the dolorous road — 

The sinless victim of the wrath of God. 

Ah ! Simon, forced with unwilling heart 
In thy Lord's sufferings thus to bear a part, 
Deeming, perchance, that proudest honour shame, 
List'ning the insults cast on His blest name — 
The bitter scorn, the cruel, taunting mirth 
That mocked the mighty King of heaven and earth — 
Even like to thee, mistaking gain for loss, 
Do our weak spirits grudge to bear the cross ; 
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Doutting the tender care, the watchful love 

Of our dear Saviour, when called on to prove 

The depth or fervour of our vaunted faith 

For Him — Heaven's Lord — the Man of Nazareth, 

By taking meekly what He gives to bear 

Of pain or sorrow, disappointment, care, 

Or task of helping o*er life's ruggfed roads 

Those who are weaker, with their heavy loads : 

How do we murmur when His love divine 

In mercy seals us with some chastening sign 

Of our being chosen for that happier home, 

To which, through tribulation, souls must come 1 

By laying on our lives some grief or pain 

To check our wayward wills, our fancies vain ; 

Some cloud to cast its shadow o'er the soul, » 

Whose pride hath spum'd His spirit's calm control, 

Or selfish cares for good of earthly state, 

Made it forget the poor and desolate ; 

Or shrink from works by His dread will enjoined. 

Which, well performed, had crown'd with good their kind. 

Grant, gracious Lord, that meekly, humbly, we 

May bear each burden given us by Thee ; 

That, when 'neath trials dark our souls are bow*d, 

Faith may descry the beam behind the cloud. 

And teach our hearts that oft through fear and pain 

Thy spirit strives our wayward ones to gain. 

Grant then, dear Lord, that through life's chequered day 

That loving spirit still may guide our way. 

And guard, if need be, from eternal loss, 

By power of wholesome fear or chastening cross ; 

That so through rev*rent awe or holy love 

We may be taught to seek a home above ; 
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}&B,j bear with Thee along the dolorous road 
The cross of soffering to that blest abode, 
Where all who've trod with Thee its weary way 
Shall dwell in rapture of eternal day. 
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|, FRIENDS in heaven ! 0, gentle friends ! 
Whose toils on earth are o'er, 
And now in radiant beauty stand 
Upon the eternal shore : 

Ye who have pass'd the river dark, 

And won the endless rest, 
While I roam sad and weary here, 

By griefs and cares opprest : 

Say from your home so fair above. 

Amid the unfading flowers, 
Can ye behold with pitying love 

What happeneth in ours ? 

Have human hopes, and loves, and joys, 

And human woes and fears, 
Strange interest for the sleepless eyes 

Beyond the starry spheres ? 

Are human truth and human faith. 

And human wrong and crime. 
And all that agitates the heart 

Upon this side of time, 
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Part of your holy office still 

To watch, to check, to guide 
Heaven's bright and chosen ministers 

O'er earth-life to preside 1 

And do ye o'er our cares and fears, 

Our labour and our strife, 
O'er aU that soothes, or grieves, or cheers 

In this our weary life, 

Look down with pity, or, perchance, 

K it is ordered so. 
Help, comfort, check, advise, or warn, 

In joy, or care, or woe % 

And o'er earth's children and their homes 

Do ye blest influence shed. 
As guardian spirits come and go 

To shield each heart and head % 

Ye heavenly ones, who know not aught 

That here our comfort mars. 
Whose bliss is boundless as the spheres. 

Eternal as the stars. 

Do ye as watchers haunt our paths. 

Help us each cross to bear, 
Joy in our joys, dispel our fears. 

And all our sorrows share 1 



Yes, blessed ones, I know, I feel 
That oft your heavenly ray 

Of secret comfort fallen hath 
Upon my lonely way : 
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That oft in bitterest hour of grief 
Te Ve soothed each aching sigh ; 

And by sweet sympathy have proved 
Tour hallowing presence nigh. 

O glorious ones ! 'mongst whom are some, 
Tour rapture blest who share, 

Whose helping hands once helped me 
My heavy cross to bear ; 

Whose tender hearts once felt my woes, 

EejoicM in my joys. 
And who the friendship prov*d below 

May feel beyond the skies. 

Where all is good and lovely here 

Shall, like refined gold 
Freed from its dross, shine out more clear. 

Brightened a thousandfold. 

friends ! dear friends ! bright dwellers in 

The glorious land of day ! 
Ye who behold your Master's face, 

And sing His praise alway ! 

Is it, is it, can it be 

That prayers of yours have power 
With Him, our Saviour, for our souls 

In sin or sorrow's hour % 

That prayers from lips celestial breathed 

Before His throne on high 
Who suffered much — atone for those 

Must suffer yet and diel 
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Eich incense offered by the saints, 

Who at His footstool bend, 
By angel censers wafted high, 

Doth to His throne ascend ? 

Yes, heavenly ones ! yes, glorious host ! 

I feel to you is given 
A portion of your Master's power. 

For good in earth and heaven — 

Of power to help each failing heart. 

Strengthen each failing hand, 
And teach our souls His wondrous love 

To feel and understand. 

Blest ones whoVe helped us on our way. 

When ye like suffering bore. 
Help now with holier love and power 

Than warm'd your heart of yore. 

Come now with angel grace and might, 

Help us our crowns to win ; 
Support us through the deadly fight 

Against the hosts of sin. 

Guide us along the thorny way 

Whereon we have to tread — 
The way through which for ages past 

Heaven's chosen ones yeVe led. 

By day, by night, by home, by hearth, 

In secret or abroad. 
Teach us to do what pleasing is 

Unto our gracious God. 
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And as the days and years roll on 
Which He to us hath given, 

To live that so our parting souls 
May find their home in heaven. 

Be with us still to guard, to bless, 
As through life's paths we stray ; 

And when through death's dark wilderness 
Our spirits take their way : 

Be with us then, celestial ones. 

Unseen, unheard no more, 
Our shadowy forms through Jordan's wave 

To bear to Zion's shore. 

And there to kneel, your mission done. 
Your glorious work complete. 

With the souls your loving labours won, 
Low at the Master's feet. 
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FRIENDS on earth I 0, trusted friends ! 
The faithful and the kind. 
Who each in your appointed paths 
Are left with me behind : 

Who in the conflict linger yet — 

The woes, the cares, the toils — 
Friends who have soothed me by your tones, 

And cheered me by your smiles — 



» 
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Througli many a trial sad and dark, 

My earthly path along ; 
Whose homes have each oft prov'd an ark 

To the poor child of song : 

To each, whose hands my earthly cross 

Oft helped me to bear, 
Whose hearts each grief or pain or loss 

Have fallen to my share, 

Have tried to soothe, to heal, to calm, 

With wisest, gentlest power ; 
True friends, whose friendship stood the test 

Of care and trial's hour : 
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Dear ones, who oft in time of need. 

When all of hope seem'd gone. 
Have, by kind word or smile or deed. 

Helped the lone wanderer on : 

Lov'd ones, may He who framed the world, 

Yet walked on earth below, 
Humble and poor and thankful oft 

For sympathy in woe. 

Bless ye for what yeVe been to me, 

With richest gifts of good, 
Exceeding all my heart could wish 

In its deep gratitude : 

Bless with prosperity and peace. 

In basket and in store ; 
And with the grace of righteousness 

Make each glad cup run o'er. 
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And still through life unto life's end 

The Benefactor be — 
The loving Guardian, Guide, and Friend 

Of all were friends to me. 

And when for each and all hath passed 

Its fevered fleeting day. 
May His angel-watchers guide their souls 

Along death's shadowy way, 

To realms where friends who parted here 
In pain and sorrow's night, 

Shall dwell with Him for evermore 
In endless joy and light. 
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